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To the Right Honourable 


CC HARE E S 


Earl of Dorſet and Middleſex, 


Gentleman of His Majeſty's Bed- 
Chamber, 


My Lord, 

224 O UR Lordſhip has ſo often 
and ſo highly obliged me, that 
IA I cannot but condemn my 
M ſelf for giving you a Trouble 
ſo impertinent as this is: Con- 
ſidering how remiſs I have been in my 
Reſpects to your Lordſhip, in that [ 
have not waited on you ſo frequently 


A 3 as 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
as the Duty I owe your Lordſhip, and 
my own Inclinations required; but the 
Circumſtances of my Condition, whoſe 
daily Bufineſs muſt be daily Bread, have 
not, nor will allow me that Happineſs. 
Be pleaſed then, my Lord, to accept 
this humble Dedication as an Inſtance 
of his Gratitude, who in a high mes- 
ſure owes his Well-being to you. I can- 
not doubt but your Lordſhip. will pro- 
rect it, for nothing ever flew to you for 
Succour unſucceſsfully : I am ſure I have 
Reaſon to acknowledge it. As for the 
unlucky Cenſures ſome have paſt on 
me for this Play, I hope your Lord- 
ſhip will believe I hardly deſerve em. 
For to my beſt Remembrance, when 
firſt I was accus'd of the thing by ſome 
People of the World, who had perhaps 
as little Reaſon to think I could be 
ouilcy of it, as to believe themſelves de- 
ſerved it, I made it my Buſineſs to clear 
my ſelf to your Lordſhip, whoſe good 
Opinion 1s dearer to me than any thing 


which my worſt Enemies can wrong 
me 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
me of elſe; I hope I convinced your 


Lordſhip of my Innocence in the mat- 
ter, which I would not have endea- 
vour'd had it not been juſt. For, I 
thank my Stars, I know my ſelf bet- 
ter than (for all the Threats ſome have 
been pleaſed to beſtow upon me) to tell 
a Lye to ſave my Throat. Forgive me, 
my Lord, this Trouble, continue me in 
your Lordſhip's Favour and good Opi- 
nion, and accept of the Prayers and 
Well-wiſhes of 


Your moſt Humble, and 


moſt Obliged Servant, 


Tü o. OT WAY; 


— — — — 


— ſ—— — — — — — 


P ROL O G UE, 
Spoken by Mr. S MI T H. 


H W hard a Tast hath that poor Drudge of Stage, 
That ſtrives to pleaſe in this fantaſtick Age? 

It is a thing ſo difficult to hit, 

That he's a Fool that thinks to dot by Vit! 

Therefore our Author bid me plainly ſay, 

You muſt not look for any m his Play. 

I th next Place, Ladies, there's no Baudy in't; 

No, not ſo much as one well-meaning Hint ; 

Nay more, 'twas written every Word, he ſays, 

On ſtricteſt Vigils, and on Faſting-Days, 

When he his Fleſh to Penance did injoin, 

Ney took ſuch Care to work it chaſte and fins, 

He diſciplin'd himſelf at ev'ry Line. 

Jen, Gentlemen, no Libel he intends, 

ho ſome have ſtrove to wrong him with his Friends, 

And Poets have ſo very few of thoſe, 

They'd need take care whoſe Favour "tis they loſe, 

Who'd be a Poet? Parents, all beware, 

Cheriſh and educate your Sons with Care: 


Lreed 


1 


PROLOGUE. 


Breed em to wholſom Law, or give em Trades, 
Let em not follow th Muſes, they are Fades : 
How many very hopeful riſing Cits 

Have we of late known ſpoil d by turning Wits ! 
Poets by Criticks are worſe treated here, 

Than on the Bankſide Butchers do a Fear. 

Faith, Sirs, be kind, fince now his Time is come, 
When he muſt ſtand or fall as you ſhall doom: 
Give him Bear-Garden Law, thats Fair-Play fort, 
And he's conten? for one, to make you Sport, 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Good vile, Mr. Betterton, 
Truman, Mr. Smith. 
Valentine, Mr, Harris, 
Sir Noble Clumfey, Mr. Underhill. 
Malagene, Mr. Leigh. 
Caper, Mr. Jevon. 
Saunter, Mr. Bozuman, 


E N. 


Mrs. Good vile, Mrs. Barrey. 
Viftoria, | Mrs. Gibbs. 
Camilla, Mrs. Price, 
Lady Squeamiſh, Gavin, 
Lettice, Seymour, 


Bridget, 
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Friendſhip in Faſhion. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


— 


SCENE, the Mall. 


Truman reading @ Billet, and Servant. 


T R U A AN. 


TN a Vigor, ſay you? 

Ser. Yes, Sir, and as ſoon as ſhe had 
deliver'd it, without any thing more, 
gave the Word to the Coachman, drew 
up the Tin Lettice, and away ſhe hur- 


ry'd. 
Trum, The Meaning of a Billet of this Nature 
without a Name is a Riddle to me, --- Ne. ds. 


You know me and ſee me often, I wiſh 1 may never 
ſee you more, except you know better where to place your 
Love, or 1 were abler to govern mine: As you ac 4 


Gentleman, burn this ſo ſoon as it comes to your Hands. - 
Adieu. 


Well, this can be no other than {ome ftanch Vir- 


tue of Thirty five, that is juſt now fallen under the 
| Tem- 


12 Friendſhip in Faſhion, 


Temptation; or, what is as bad, one of thoſe cautious 
Dealers that never venture but in Maſquerade, where 
they are ſure to be wondrous kind, tho' they diſcoyer 
no more to the Lover than he has juſt Occaſion to 
make uſe of, 

Enter Goodvile and Valentine, 

ral. Truman, Good-morrow ; juſt out of your 
Lodgings 2 but that I know thee. better, I ſhould 
ſwear thou hadſt reſolv'd to ſpend this Day in Humi- 
liation and Repentance for the Sins of the laſt. 

Good. I beg your Pardon: Some Lady has taken 
up your Time. Thou canſt no more riſe in the Morn- 
ing without a Wench, than thou canſt go to Bed at 
Night without a Bottle. Truman, wilt thou never leave 
Whoring ? 

Trum. Peace, Matrimony, Peace --- ſpeak more re. 
verently of your dearly beloved Whoring. Valentin, 
he is the meer Spirit of Hypocriſy - h'ad hardly been 
marry'd ten Days, but he left his Wife to go home 
from the Play alone in her Coach, whilſt he de- 
bauch'd me with two Vizors in a Hackney to Supper. 

Val, Truly, Goodvile, that was very civil, and may 
come to ſomething ---- But, Gentlemen, it begins to 
grow Jate, Where ſhall we dine? 

1rum, Where you will, I am indifferent. 

Gcod. And I. 

Val. 1 had appointed to meet at Chatolins, but — 

Trim, With whom? 

Val. Why, your Couſin Malagene Goodvile. 

Cod. V.lertine, thou art too much with that Fel- 
low. Tis true indeed, he is ſome Relation to me, 
but 'tis ſuch a lying Varlet, chere is no enduring of 
him, 

„J. But Rogues and Fools are ſo very plenty, tis 
hard always to eſcape 'em. 

Trum. Belides, he dares be no more a Friend than 
a Foe, he never ſp N of any Man behind 
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his Back, nor ill before his Face: He is a general 
Diſperſer of nauſeous Scandal, tho' it be of his own 
Mother or Siſter, pr'ythee let's avoid him, if we can, 
to- day. 

Gecd. "Twill be almoſt impoſſible, for he is as im- 
pudent as he is troubleſome: as there is no Company 
ſo ill but he'll keep, ſo there's none ſo good but hell 
pretend to. If he has ever ſeen you once, he'll be ſure 
of you: Andif he knows where you are, hes no 
more to be kept out of your Room, than you can 
keep him out of your Debt, | 
| Val. He came where I was laſt Night, roaring 
drunk: ſwore Damn him, he had been with my 
Lord ſuch-a-one, and had ſwallow'd three Quarts of 
Champaign for his Share; ſaid he had much ado to 
get away, but came then particularly to drink a Bot- 
tle with me: I was forc'd to promiſe him I would 
meet him to-Day, to get rid of him, 

Gcod. Faith, Gentlemen, let us all go dine at my 
Houſe; I have ſnubb'd him of late, and he'll hardly 
venture that Way ſo ſoon again: At Night I'll pro- 
miſe you good Company; my Wife (for J allow her 
for my own Sake what Freedom ſhe pleaſes) has ſent 
for the Fiddles to come,” 

Trum. Goodvile, if there be any ſuch thing as Eaſe 
in Matrimony, thou haſt it: But methinks, there's 
as it were a Mark upon marry'd Men, that makes 
them as diſtinguiſhable from one of us, as your Fes 
are from the reſt of Manhind. 

Good, Oh there are Pleaſures you dream not of; 


he is only confin'd by it that will be ſo: A Man 


may make his Condition as eaſy as he pleaſes---... 
Mine is ſuch a fond wanton Ape, I never come home 
but ſhe entertains me with freſh Kindneſs; and, Jack, 
When I haye been hunting for Game with you, and 
miſs'd an Opportunity, ſhe ſtops a Gap well e- 
nough, 


Trum. 
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Trum. There's no Condition ſo wretched but hag 
its Reſerye: Your Spaniel turn'd out of Doors, goes 
contentedly. to his Kennel: Your Beggar, when he 
can get no better Lodging, knows his own warm 
Buſh; and your marry'd Whore-maſter that miſſes of 
his Wench, goes honeſtly home, and there's Madam 
Wife --- But Goodvile, who are to be the Company at 
Night? 

Good. In the firſt place my Couſin Victorias, your 
Idol, Fack Truman; then, Mr. Valentine, there will be 
the charming Camilla; and another that never fails 
upon ſuch an Occaſion, the unimitable Lady Squeamiſh. 

Trum. That indeed is a worthy Perſon, a great Cri- 
tick forſooth; one that Cenſures Plays, and takes it 
very ill ſhe has none dedicated to her yet; a conſtant 
Frequenter of all Maſquerades and Publick Meetings, 
a perfect Coquet, very affected, and ſomething old. 

Val. Diſcourſes readily of all the Love-Intrigues of 
the Court and Town, a ſtrange Admirer of Accom- 
pliſhments and Good-breeding, as ſhe calls it; a reſt- 
leſs Dancer, one that by her Good-will would neyer 
be out of Motion. 

Trum. How, Valentine! you were once a great 
Admirer there, have a care how you ſpeak too harſh- 
ly of your Miſtreſs, tho' the Buſineſs be over. You 
ſtand well with the Ladies yet, and are held a Man 
of Principles. 

Good. That indeed is a fine Creature, Your old 
haraſs'd Stager has always ſome ſuch teſty Whore- 
maſter or another, whom ſhe makes the beſt of her 
Deſpair withal; and after her being forſaken by halt 
the Town beſides, comforts herſelf in her Man of 
Principles. But now I think on't, we delay too long. 
I' go before and prepare: Gentlemen, you'll be 
ſure to follow? 8 

Trum. Sir, we'll not fail to wait on you. 

| [ #xit Goodvile. 
Boy, 
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Boy, is the Coach ready? Valentine! I have had the 

oddeſt Adventure this Morning - ha L Malagene ! 
Enter Malagene. : 

How came he hither ? 

Mal. Fack Truman, Monſieur Valentine, bon Four -<< 
Was not that Goodvile I met coming in --- ha: 

Val. Yes, he parted hence but now. 

Mal. Faith I'll tell you what, Gentlemen, Goodvile's 
a very honeſt Fellow as can be, but he and J are fal- 
len out of late, tho? faith *twas nothing of my ſeeking. 

Trum. No, 1'll be ſworn for thee, thou loveſt thy 
ſelf better, 

Val. Pray, what was the Matter, Malagene? 

Mal. Why, I was adviſing him to look after things 
better at home : The Fellow has marry'd a young 
Wife, and there he lets her make Balls, and give En- 
tertainments. I was very free with him, and told him 
of it to the Purpoſe: For Faith 1 ſhould be ſorry to ſee 
any Ill come on't, very ſorry, 

Trum. But hark ye, Malagene, Goodwile's a fort of 
ſurly Companion, and apt to have ſo good an Opi- 
nion of himſelf, that he is able to manage Affairs 
without your Advice: He might have have been very 
ſeyere with you upon this Occaſion. 

Mal. Seyere with me! I thank you for that with all 
my Heart; that had been the way to have madea fine 
piece of Work on't indeed; hark ye, (under the Roſe) 
he's ſweetly fitted with my Couſin tho”. | 
Val. Pray, Sir, ſp:ak with more Reſpect: We are 
his Friends, and not prepar'd to reliſh any of your Sa- 
tire at preſent, 

Mal. O Lord, Sir, I beg your Pardon; you are a 
new Acquaintance there, I remember, and may deſign 
an Intereſt, Faith, Ned, if thou doſt, I'll never be 
thy Hindrance, for all ſne's my Kinſwoman. 

Trum. The Raſcal, if he had an Opportunity, would 


pimp for his Siſter, tho' but for the bare Pleaſure of 
telling it himſelf, Mal, 


16 Friendſhip in Faſhion. 


Mal. Now when he comes home, ſhe will be hang. 
ing about his Neck, with, O Lord, Dear! where haye 
ou been this Morning? I can't abide you ſhou'd go 
abroad, ſo ſoon, that I can't: You are never well bu: 
when you are with that wicked lewd Trumanz and his 
debauch'd Companion young Va'enrine : But that J 
know you are a good Dear, I ſhou'd be apt to be jea- 
lous of you, that I ſhou'd, ha, ha. 

Trum. Sir, you are very bold with our Characters, 

methinks. 
Mal. I, ſhaw, ! your Servant; ſure, we that know 
one another may be free: You may ſay as much of 
me, if you pleaſe. But no matter for that, did you 
hear nothing of my Buſineſs laſt Night > —ha. 

Trum. Not a Word, I aflure you, Sir. Pray, how 
was it ? Pr'ythee, let him alone a little, Va/entine. 

Mal. Why, coming out of Chareliss laſt Night 
(where it had coſt me a Guinea Club, with a Right 
Honourable or two of this Kingdom, which ſhall be 
nameleſs) juſt as I was getting into a Coach, who 
ſhould come by but a bluſtering Fellow with a Wo- 
man in his Hand, and ſwore, Damn him, the Coach 
was for him; we had ſome Words, and he drew; 
with that I put by his Paſs, clos'd wiih him, and 
threw up his Heels, took away Toledo, gave him two 
or three good Cuts over the Face, ſeiz'd upon Da- 
moſel, carry'd her away with me to my Chamber, ma- 
nag'd her all Night, and juſt now ſent her off, ----- 
Faith, amongſt Friends, ſhe was a Perſon of Qua- 
lity, Ill tell you that. 

Trum. What a Perſon of Quality at that Time o'th' 
Night, and on Foot too? 

Mal. Ay, and one that you both know very well, 
but take no notice on't. 

Val, Oh, Sir, you may be ſure we ſhall be very 
cautious of ſpreading any Secrets of yours of this Na- 
ture --- Lying Rakehell; the higheſt he eyer arriv'd 

at 
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at was a Baud, and ſhe too baniſh'd him at laſt, be- 
cauſe he boaſted of her Favours. 
Mal, Nay , not that I care very much neither; you 


may tell it if you will; for I think it was no more than 


any one wou'd have done upon the ſame Occaſion ---= 
ha- 

Trum. Doubtleſs, Sir, you were much in the Right. 
But, Valentine, we ſtay too long; 'tis time we were 
going. 

Mal. What to Dinner ? l'll make a third Man ----- 
Where ſhall it be ? 

Trum. Sir, I am ſorry we muſt beg your Excuſe this 
Time, for we are both engag'd. 

Mal. Whoo ! priyth:e that's all one, I am ſure I 
know the Company; I'll go along at a venture. 

Val. No, but Malagene, to make ſhort of the Buſi- 
neſs, we are going into Company that are not! very 
good Friends of yours, and will be very uneaſy if you 
be there, | 

Mal. What's that to the purpoſe ? -I care as little 
for them as they do for me; tho' on my Word, Sparks, 
of honeſt Fellows, you keep the oddeſt Company, 
ſometimes, that ever I knew. 

Trum. But, Sir, we are reſolv'd to reform it, and in 


order thereunto, deſire you would leave us to ourſelves 


to- day. 

Mal. No — but I'll tell you, go along with me; I 
have diſcover'd a Treaſure of pale u ine . I'll aſſure 
you ' tis the ſame the King drinks of -- What ſay you, 
Fack ? J am but for one Bottle or two; for Faith L 
have reſolv'd to live ſober for a Week. 

Trum, Pr'ythee, Tormenter, leave us; do not 1 
knew the Wine that thou drink'ſt is as baſe as the 
Company thou keep'ſt? To be plain with you, we will 
not go with you, nor muſt you go with us. 

Mal. Why, if one ſhon'd ask the Queſtion now, 
Wl:ither are you going? ha! : 

Va 
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Val. How eomes it Malagene, you are not with your 
two Friends, Caper and Sawnvey #--- you may be fure of 
them; they'll eat and drink, and go all over the World 
with you. 

Mal. How canſt thou think that 1 wonl#keep ſuch 
loathſome Company? a Brace of filly, talking, dancing, 
ſinging, Raſcals ; Tis true, I contracted an Acquain- 
tance with em, I know not how ; and now and then 
when I am out of Humour, love to laugh at and abuſe 

'em for an Hour or two - but come what will on't, I 
am reſolv'd to go along with you to-day. 

Trum. Upon my Word, Sir, you can't ------- Why 
ſhould ou make ſo many Diffi culties with your 
Friends ? 

Mal. Whoo! pr'ythee leave fooling ----- You would 
ſhike me off now, would you? But I know better 
things, - the Sham won't paſs upon me, Sir, it won't, 
look you. 

Tram, Death, we muſt uſe him ill, or there is no 
getting rid of kins Nat paſs, Sir? 

Mal. No, Sir, 

Trum. Pray, Sir, leave us. 

Mal. 1 ſhawt do't, Sir. 

Trum. But you, muſt, Sir. 

Mal. May be not, Sir. 

Trum. I am going this Way. V alking off. 

Mal, So am J. 

Trum. But, Sir, I muſt ſtay here a little longer, 

Mal. With all my Heart; 'tis the fame thing, I am 
rot in haſte. 

Val Have a care, Malagene, how you provoke Tru- 
man- youll run the hazard of a ſcurvy Beating, my 
Friend, if you do. 

Mal. Beating; I am ſorry, Sir, you know no better: 
Pox, I am uſed to ſerve him fo, Man; let him alone, 
you [hall ſee how I'll teize him. Hark you, Jack. 


Trum. 
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Trum. Sir, you are an impudent womens Cox- 
gomb. 
Mal. No matter for that, I ſhan't leave you, 
Trum. Sir, L ſhall pull you by the Noſe then. 
Mal. Tis all one to me, do your worſt. 
Trum. Take that then, Sir, Now, d' ye hear --- 
[ Faveaks him by the Noſe. 
Go about your Buſineſs, 
Mal, Nay, faith, Tack, now you drive the Jeſt too 
far ; What a Pox, I know you are not in earneſt; pr'y- 


thee let's go. 
Trum. Death, Sir, you lye; not in Earneſt ! ----- let 
this convince. you [ Kicks him, 


How like you the Jeſt now, Sir? 

Mal. Hark you, Truman, we ſhan't dine together 
then, ſhall we? 

Val. Faith, to tell you the Truth of the Matter, Tru- 
man had a Quarrel laſt Night, and we are juſt now going to 
make an end on't: Tis that makes him fo ſurly. Ne- 
vertheleſs, now I think on't better, if you'll go, you 
ſhall; perhaps we may have Occaſion for a third Man. 

Mal, No, no, if that be the Buſineſs ll fay no more; 
puh --- hate to preſs into any Man's Company againſt 
his Inclination. Truman, upon my Reputation you are 
very uncivil now, that you are, But hark you, I ran to 
the Groom-Porter's laſt Night, and loſt my Money 
Pr'ythee lend me two Guineas till next Time l ſee thee, 
Child. 

Trum. With all my Heart, Sir, I was ſure twould 
come to this at laſt ; tis here, you may command what 
you pleaſe from your Servant. Mſalagene, good-morrow., 

Enter Caper and Saunter. 

Mal. Dear Fack Truman, your humble. 

[Exit Truman, 

Val. Won't you go along with us then, Malaz ere. ? 

Mal. No, here are two lilly Fellows coming ; Fll go 
and divert my ſelf a little with them at preſent. | 

Tal. 
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Val. Why, thoſe are the very People you rail'd at ſo 


but now: You will not leave us for them, at a Time ; 
when you may be ſo ſerviceable. þ 
Mal. Hang't you'll have no Occafion for me, Man; * 
ſay no more on't, but take my Advice; be ſure you ſtand 5 
faſt, don't give Ground, d' ye hear, puſh briskly, and T1! 
warrant you do your Bulineſs. f 
Val. Sir, I thank you for your Counſel, and am forry r: 
we can't have your Company ; but you are engag'd. 
Mal. Are you ſure tho' it will come to fighting? J 
have no mind to leave your Company, methinks. n 
Val. Nay, nothing ſo certain as that we ſhall fight; te 
I wiſh you would go, for 1 fanſy there will be three I 
in the Field. 
Mal. A Pox on't, now I remember, I promi d to a1 
meet theſe People here, and can t avoid them now; I'd ye 
go with you elſe with all my Heart, Faith and Troth, in 
but if you'd have me ſend a Guard, I'II do't. ye 
Val. No, Sir, ---- there's no Danger ---- nothing but 
the Rogue's Cowardiſe could have rid us of him. br 
[Exit Val. p 
Mal. How now, Bullies, whither ſo faſt this Mon- ti 
ing? I parted juſt now with Fack Truman and Ned Va- 
leatine : They would fain have had me to Dinner with or 
them, but I was not in a Humour of Drinking, and ſet 
to ſpeak the Truth on't, you are better Company ten W. 
to one. They ingroſs ſtill all the Diſcourſe to them- do 
ſelves : And a Man can never be free with them nei- al 
ther. 


Caper. Oh Lord, Malagene! we met the delicat'f 
Creature but now as we came round; I ama Raſcal, if 
] den't think her one of the fineſt Women in the World, 
I ſhan't get her out of my Mind this Month. 

Saun, Twas Viftoria, my Lady Fairfield's Daughter, Ba 
that came to Town laſt Summer when Goodvile was 
marry'd. He in love with her, poor Soul! — I ſhall beg 


his Pardon there, as I take it --» (Sings i 
1.4. s 
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Mal, That's Truman's Blowing : She's always linger- 
ing after him here, and at the Play-houſe :. She heats. 
her ſelf here very Morning, againſt the general Courſe 
at Night, where ſhe comes as conſtantly as my Lady 
Squiamiſh her ſelf. | 

Saun. I vow that's a fine Perſon ; don't you think 
ſhe has abundance of Wit, Malagene? She and I did ſo 
rally Caper t'other Day. 

Cafer. It may be ſo. 

Saun, But did you never hear her ſing? She made 
me fit with her till Two a Clock tother Morning to 
teach her an 1tal:an Song. | 
I have, and I vow ſhe | it wonderfully, 

Ma). Damn her, ſhe's the moſt affected amorous Jilt, 
and loves young Fellows more than an old Kite does 
young Chickens : There is not a Coxcomb of eighteen. 
in Town can eſcape he, we ſhall have her draw one of 
you into Matrimony within this Fortnight, 

Caper. Malagene, thou art the moſt Satirical Thief 
breathing: I'd give any thing thou didſt but love 
Dancing, that J might have thee on my Side ſome- 
times, 

Saun. Well, Malagene, I hope to ſee thee ſo in Love 
one Day, as to leave off Drinking, as I have done, and 
ſet up for a Shape and a Face:. Or, what is all one, 
Write amorous Sonnets, and fight Duels with. all that 
do but look like Rivals. I would not be in Love for 
all the World, I vow and {wear, 

| [Walks up and down with an affected Motion, 

Cater. Nor I, 

---- Ah, Phillis, F you <would not love 
The Shepherd, &c. | Sings. 

But d'ye here, Malagene, they ſay Goodvile gives a 
Ball to-night, is't true? 

Mal. Yes, I intend to be there, if I do not go to Court. 
Caper, I am glad on't with all my Heart --- Saunter 
d There's my Lady, to be ſure ſhe'll not fail. 

888 Saun. 
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Saum. But will you go, Malagene? Goodvile and you 
are at a Diſtance. 
ral. Whoo! Pox that's — 1'11 go for all that: 
But faith, I ſhould meet my Lord--- at Court to-night, 
Beſides, I have not been in the Drawing-Room cbeſe 
three Days: the Company will wonder what's be- 
come of me. 

Enter Lady Squeamiſh, 
She here! nay then --- | 

Caper, Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Ser- 
vant, [Congees affected). 

L. Squeam. Mr. Caper, your moſt devoted ——- Oh, 
dear Mr. Saunter ! a thouſand Thanks to you for my 
Song. 

. Your Lady ſhip does your Servant too much 
Honour. [Sings, As Chloe full of, &c. 

L. Squeam. Mr. Caper, you are a Stranger indeed, I 
2 not ſeen you theſe two Days: Lord, where d'ye 
ive? 

Caper, I ſhould have waited on your Ladyfhip, but 
was ſo tired at the Maſquerade at my Lord Flutter's 
rother Night, Dances and capers. 

Saun. Madam, Madam, Mr. Goofvile gives a Ball to- 
Night: Will your Ln be there? 

L. Squeam. Yes, I heard of it this Morning; Vicko- 
ria ſent me Word, | | 

Caper. Oh, Madam, d'ye hear the News? Goodvile 
makes a Ball to-night : I hope I ſhall have the Ho- 
nour of your Ladyſhip's Company. 


L. Squeam. Oh, by all means: Mr. Caper, pray don't. 


you fail us. 

O Lord, Mr. Malageve, I beg your Pardon, upon my 

Honour I did not fee you; I was ſo engag'd in the 

Civilities of theſe Gentlemen. | 
Mal. Your Wit and Beauty, Madam, muſt com- 


mand the Honour and Admiration of all the World. 


But when did your Ladyfhip ſee Mr. Valentine ? 
| : L. Squeam 
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L. Sguram. Oh, name him not, Mr. Malagene, he's 
the unworthieſt, baſeſt Fellow --- beſides he has no 
Principles nor Breeding: I wonder you Gentlemen 
will keep him Company, I'll ſwear he's enough to 
bring an Odium on the whole Sex, 

Mal. The Truth on't is, Madam, I do drink with 
him now and then, becauſe the Fellow has ſome 
Wit, but it is when better Compauy is out of the 
Way : and faith he is always very civil to me as 
can be: I can rule him. 

L. Squeam. O Lord, *tis impoſſible. Wit! why, he 
was abroad but two Years, and all that time too in 
an Academy : he knows nothing of the Intrigues of 
the French Court, and has the worſt Mien in the 
World: He has a fort of an ill-natur'd Way of 
Talking indeed, and, they ſay, makes bold with me 
ſometimes, but Pl aſſure you I ſcorn him. 

Mal. Truly he has made very bold with you, or 
he is foully bely'd: Ha, ha, ha. 

L. Squeazs, They ſay he's grown a great Admirer 
of Madam Camilla of late, who paſſes for a Wit for- 
ſooth. Tis true ſhe's well enough, but I ſuppoſe is 
not the firſt that has been troubled with his imper- 
tinent Addreſſes, 

Mal, Indeed he would not let me alone, till I 
brought him acquainted there: He owes that Hap- 
pineſs to me, But methinks your Ladyſhip ſpeaks 
unh ſomething of Heat--- By Heay'n ſhe's jealous. 

[Afedr.. 

L. Squeam. No, I aſſure you, Sir, I am not con- 
tern'd at it in the leaſt 
but did you ever hear 'em diſcoutſe any thing of me ? 

Mal, Never any Ill, Madam, only a little idle 
Ralllery now and then”: but Truman and he are 
vont to be ſomething laviſh when they have been 
ank in my Company - Twill work. [Aſede. 

L. Squeam. Nay, I know he has ſpoken — 
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ably of me behind my Back, becauſe he fail'd in 
his filthy Deſigns. Madam Camilla may deſerve bet- 
ter of him, I doubt not: But if I am not reveng'd 
on his Falſhood | | [ Aſide, 
---- Mr. Caper. 

Caper, | 

8 2 * 8 Madam. 

L. Squeam. Where do you go to-day ? 

Caper. Will your Lady ſnip be at the new Play ? 
Pi, Squeam. No, I ſaw it the firſt Day, and don't 

ike It, | 

Mal. Madam, it has no ill Character about the 
Town.. | 

L. Squeam. O Lord, Sir, the Town is no Judge. 
"Tis a: Tragedy, and Pl aſſure you there's nothing in 
it thats moving. 

I love a Tragedy that moves mightily. 

Saun. Does your Ladyſhip know who writ it? 

L. Squeam. Yes, the Poet came and read it to me 
at my Lodgings; he is but a young Man, and I ſuppoſe 
he has not been a Writer long; beſides he has had lit- 
tle or no Converſation with the Court, which has been 
the Reaſon he has committed a great many Indeco- 
rums in the Conduct of it. 

Saun. I did not like it neither for my part; there 
was never a Song in it, ha 

Caper. No, nor ſo much as a Dance. 

Mal. Oh, 'tis impoſſible it ſhow'd take, if there were 
neither Song nor Dance in it. 

L. Squeam. And then their Comedies now“ a- days 
are the filthieſt Things, full of baudy and nauſeous 
Doings, which they miftake for Raillery and Intrigue: 
Beſides, they have no Wit in 'em neither; for all 


their Gentlemen and M-n of Wit, as they ſtyle em, 


are either ſilly, conceited impudent Coxcombs, or elſe 
rude ill-mannerly drunken Fellows --- tough ---- ] am 


aſnam'd any one ſhould pretend to write a Comet 
8 ˖ 
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that does not know the nicer Rules of the Court, and 
all the Intrigues and Gallantries that paſs, I vow. 

Mal. Who would improve thoſe Things, muſt con- 
ſult with your Lady ſhip. 

L. Squeam. 1 ſwear, Mr. Afalagene, you are an ob- 
liging Perſon : I wonder the World ſhould be ſo ma- 
licious to give you ſo undeſerying a Character as they 
do: I always found you extremely generous, and a 
Perſon of Worth. | 

Mal. In troth, Madam, your Ladyſhip and my ſelf 
are the Subjects of Abundance of Envy; for I love 
to be malicious now and then, and, faich, am the 
ry Scourge of the Court; they all ſtand in Awe of 
me, for 1 muſt ſpeak what 1 know, tho* ſometimes 
I am uſed a little ſcurvily for it? but faith I can't help 
it, tis my Way. 

L. Squeam. Ha, ha, ha, really I love Scandal ex- 
tremely too ſometimes, ſo it be decently manag'd - But 
as I was ſaying, there is not a Perſon in the World un- 
derſtands the Intrigues of the Court better than my ſelf; 
Iam the general Confident of the Drawing-Room, and 
know the Loves of all the People of Quality in Town. 

' Caper. Dear Madam, how ſtands the Affair between 
my Lord Supple and Madam Lofty ? 

L. Squeam. Worſe than ever; 'tis very provoking 
to ſee how ſhe uſes the poor Creature : But the Truth 
is, ſhe can never be at reſt for him; he's more trouble- 
ſome than an old Husband, continually whiſpering his 
Softneſs, and making his Vows, till at laſt ſhe is forc'd 
to fly to me for Shelter, and then we do ſo laugh 
which the good-natur'd Creature takes ſo patiently --- 
I (wear, I p'ty him. 

Saun. But my Lady Colt, they ſay, is kiader to th 
Sparkiſh Mr, Pruneit. | 

L. Squeam. O Lord, Mr. Saunter, that you ſho 4 
underſtand no better; to my Knowledge it is all falle; 
L know all that Intrigue from the Beginning to die 

Endiag, 
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Ending, it has been off this Month. beſides, hekeeps 


a Player again--- Oh, Mr, Saunter: whatever you do, 


never concern your ſelf with thoſe Players, 

Saun, Madam, I have left the Folly long ſince; 
when firſt I came to Town, I muſt confeſs I had a 
Gallantry there: But ſince I have been acquainted 
with your Ladyſhip's Wit and Beauty, I have learn'd to 
lay out my Heart to better Adyantage ---- I think that 
was finely ſaid, | 

L. Squeam. I fwear, Mr, Saunter, you have the 
moſt court-like Way of expreſſing your ſelf --- 

Saun. Oh Lord, Madam [ Boavs and cringes, 

L. Squeam. Mr. Malagene, theſe are both my intimate 
Acquaintance, and I'll ſwear I am proud of em. Here 
Is Mr, Saunter ſings the French Manner better than ever 
T heard any Engliſh Gentleman in my Life: Beſides, he 
pronounces his Engiſh in ſinging with a French kind 
of a Tone or Accent, that gives jt a ſtrange Beauty -- 
Sweet Sir, do me the Favour of the laſt new Song, 

Saun, Let me die; your Ladyſhip obliges me be 
Fond Expreſlion --- Malagene, thou ſhalt hear me, 
| [Sings a Seng in a French Tone, 

Mal. What a Devil was this? I underſtand not a 
Word on't, 

Saun. Ha, Malagene, ha, 

L. Squeam. Did you ever hear any thing ſo fine? 

Mal. Never, Madam never; I'll ſwear your Lady- 
ſhip is a great Judge. 

L. Squeam. But how plain and diſtinctly too eyery 
Word was pronounc'd! 

Mal. Oh, to Admiration, to Admiration, 

[ Makes Mouths aſidi. 

L. Squeem, Well, Mr, Saunter, you are a charming 
Creature ------ O ſad, Mr, Caper, I long till Night 
comes: I'll dance with Nobody but you to-Night, 
for I ſwear I believe I ſhall be out of Humour, 
Mat. That's more than ever ſhe was in her . 
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ſo long as ſhe had a Fool or a Fiddle in her Com- 
any. 
: i. Squeam, Tho' really I love Dancing immode- 
rately But now you talk of Iutrigues, I am 
miſtaken if you don't ſee Something where we are 
going to-night, 

Mal. What, Goodvile is to commence Cuckold, is 
it Not ſo? 

L. Squeam. Oh, fy, Mr. Malagene, fy: I vow youll 
make me hate you, if you talk fo ſtrangely ------- - 
but let me die, I cawt but laugh ha, ha, ha, 
---—--- Well, Gentlemen, you ſhall dine with me 
to-day What ſay you, Mr. Malagene, will 
you go? 

Mal. Your Ladyſhip may be ſure of me, I hate to 
break good Company. 

L. Squeam. And pray now let us be very ſevere, 
and talk malicioufly of all the Town, Mr. Caper, 
your Hand: Oh, dear Mr. Saunt r, how ſhall I di- 
vide my ſelf----- I'll ſwear I am ſtrangely at a loſs 
---- Mr. Malagene, you muſt be Mr. Saunter's Miſtreſs 
I think at preſent, 

Mal. With all my Heart, Madam -------—- Sweet 
Mr. Saunter, your Hand: I ſwear you are a charm- 
ing Creature, and your Courtſhip is as extraordinary 
as your Voice. — Let me die, and I vow I mut 
have Yother Song after Dinner, for I am very hu- 
mourſome and very whimſical I think : ha, ha, ha. 


[Exeunt, 
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POE EB SSES 
A U. ©-B N84, 
S CE N E, the Ordmary, 


Enter Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice, 


Mrs. 9 ID you deliver the Billet ? 
Let, Yes, Madam, faithfully. 

Mrs. Geed, But are you ſure you did! 

Let. Can your Ladyſhip think I would be guilty of 
the leaſt Neglect in a Concern of ſuch Moment? 

Mrs. Good, And are you ſure he dines here to-day ? 

Let. Madam, they are now at Dinner here below: 
Mr. Valentine's there too, Oh, I'll ſwear he's a fine 
Man, the moſt courteous Perſon. 

Mrs. Gcod. What, becauſe he hunts and kiſſes you 
when he's drunk ? No, Lettice, Truman, Truman, Oh 
that Truman! 

Let. I wonder your Ladyſhip ſhould be fo taken 
with him: were I to chuſe, I ſhould think my Maſter 
the more agrceable Man. 

Mrs. Good. And you may. take him if you will; he 
is as much a Husband as one would wiſh : I have not 
ſeen him this Fortnight; he never comes home till 
Four in the Morning, and then he ſneaks to his ſe— 
parate Ped, where he lies till Afternoon, then riſes and 
out again upon his Parole; Fleſh and Blood can't en- 
dure it. | 

Let. But he always viſits your Ladyſhip firſt. 


Mrs. Good, That's his Policy, as great Debtors are 


6 54 


always very reſpectful and acknowledging where they 

never mean to pay, *Tis true, he gives me what 

Freedom I can deſire, but God knows that's all. 
Let. And where's the Pleaſure of going abroad and 


getting a Stomach, to return and ſtarve at home? 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Good. I laugh to think what an eaſy Fool he 
believes me ; he thinks me the moſt contented, in- 
nucent, harmleſs Turtle breathing, the very Pattern 
of Patience. | 

Let. A Jewel of a Wife, | 

Mrs. Good. And as blind with Love, as his own 
god Opinion of himſelf has made him. 

Let. And can you find in your Heart to wrong ſo 


good a natut'd, complete, well-meaning, harmleſs 


Husband, that has ſo good an Opinion of you? 

Mrs. Good. Ha, wrong him, what ſay you, Lertice? I 
wrong my Husband! ſueh another Word forfeits my 
good Opinion of thee for ever. 

Lot. What meant the Billet to Mr, Truman then this 
Morning? 

Mrs. Good. To make him my Friend perhaps, and 
diſcover if I can, who it is that wrongs me in my 


Husband's Affection; for J am ſure | have a Rival. 
And I am apt to believe Victoria deſerves no better 


than ordinary of me, if the Truth were known. 
Let. Why, ſhe is his near Kinſwoman, and liv:s 


here in the Houſe with you; beſides, he would never 


diſhonour his own Family ſurely. : 
Mrs. Good. You are a Fool, Lettice, the Nearneſs 
of Blood is the leaſt Thing conſidered, Beſides, as I 


have heard, 'tis almoſt the only Way Relations care 


to be kind to one another now-a-days. 
Let. Yes, Madam, you never meet but you are as 


kind and fond of him, as if you had all the Joys of 


Love about you; Lord! how can you diſſemble with 
him ſo? Beſides, Mr, Truman, Madam, you know is 
his Friend. 


Mrs. Good. Oh, if I would ever conſent to wrong 


my Husband (which Heav'n forbid, Lettice / ) it ſhould 


be, to chuſe, with his Friend. For ſuch a one has a 
double Obligation to Secrecy, as well for his own 
Honour as mine, But I'll wear, Lettice, you are an 


B 3 idle 


= 


8 a . 7 
n — 


* * 
_ 
29 


ms LY nd. ® 
— # 
—_— 
s -- — 


1 
; 
5 
| 
x] 
1 
1 
; 
1 : 


— EIT ES K _ - x 
—_ — — — 44 * 


— 
4 5 


— 
o 428 


. —5rvrÜ8.'ͤ — 
— - — 
— — = — 2 - - 


r = 


n 


30 Friendſhip in Faſhion. 


idle Girl for talking ſo much of this, that you are: Tis 
enough to put ill Thoughts into one's Head, which I am 
the moſt averſeto of all things in the World, 

Let. But, Madam, Thoughts are free; and it is as hard 
not to think a little idly ſometimes, as it is to be always 
in Good-humour, But it would make any one laugh, to 
think Mr. Truman ſhould be in love with Madam ige 
ria, if all be real which your Ladyſhip ſuſpects. 

Mrs. Good. Ay, and with a Deſign of Marriage too: 
But a ranging Gallant thinks he fathoms all, and 
counts it as much beneath his Experience to doubt 
his Security in a Wife, as Succeſs in a Miſtreſs, 

Let. Beſides, after a little time, he is ſo very indu- 
ftrious in cuckolding others, that he never dreams how 
ſwimmingly his own Affairs are manag'd at home. 

Enter Victoria. 

Mrs. Good, But huſh---- ſhe's here. 

Vick. A happy Day to you, Madam. 

Mrs. Good, Dear Couſin, your humble Servant : 
Have you heard who are below: 

Vit. Yes, young Truman, and his inſeparable Com- 

nion Falentine. 

Mrs, Gocd, Well, What will you do, Coufin > Tru- 
mam comes reſoly'd on Conqueſt; for with the Advan- 
rages he has in your Heart already, tis impoſſible you 
ſhould: be able to hold out againft him. 

Vict. Yes, powerful Champaign, as they call it, may 
do much; a Spark can no more refrain running into 
Love after a Bottle, than a drunken Country Vicar 


can avoid diſputing of Religion when his Patron's « 


Ale grows ſtronger than his Reafon. 

Mrs. Good, Come, come, diſſemble your Inclina- 
tions as artfully as you pleaſe, I am ſure they are not 
{c indifferent but they may be eaſily diſcerned, 

Vic, Truly, Madam, you may be miſtaken in your 
Gueſs. 

Mrs. Good, How! I doubt it is ſome other Man then 
Las cauſed this Alteration in you —— Lord, Lettie, 

is 
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is ſhe not extremely alter'd ? 

Pitt, Alter'd, Madam, what do you mean? 

Mrs. Good. Nay Lettice, fetch a Glaſs, and let her 
ſee herſelf : Lord, you are paler than you uſe to be, 

Let. Ay, and thenthat Blueneſs under the Eyes, 

Mrs. Good, Beſides, you are not ſo lively as 1 have 
known you: Pardon me, Couſin. 

Let, Well if there be a Fault, Marriage will cure all. 

pick. I'll aſſure you, I have none that I know of 
ſtands in need of ſo deſperate a Remedy. Marriage 5 
Fault! What can all this tend to ? 

Enter Page. 

Mrs. Gosd. Well, what now? 

Page. Madam Camilla is coming to wait upon your 
Lady ſhip. 

Mrs. Good. Ha, Camilla / Tell her I'll attend hers 
Won't you go with me, Victoria? 

vi, FI but ſtep into my Chamber, and follow you 


inſtantly, [Ex. Mrs, Good. and Page. 


Whither can all this drive? Surely ſhe has diſcovered' 
ſomething of Goodvile's Love and mine: If ſhe has, F 
am ruin'd. 

Enter Goodvile. 


Good. Viftoria! your Couſin is not here, is ſhe ? What, 


in Clouds? I ſtole this Minute from my Friends on 
purpoſe to ſee thee, and muſt not Þ have a Look? 
not a Word? 

Vit. Oh, I am ruin'd and loſt for ever. I fear 
your Wife has'had ſome knowledge of our Loves 
And if it be ſo, what will then become of mes 

Good. Prithee no more: My Wie! ſhe has too good 
an Opinion of her ſelf, to have an ill one of me; and 
would as ſoon believe her Glaſs could flatter her, as 
I be falſe to her: My Wife! ha, ha, | 

Viet, Yes, I am ſure it muſt be ſo; it can be no other 
wiſe : But you are ſatisfy'd, and now have nothing 
more to do, but to leaye me to be miſerable, 
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Good. Leave thee ! By Heav'n I'd ſooner reneugce 
my Family, and own my ſelf the Baſtard of a Raſcal : 
Come, quiet thy Doubts, Truma is here; and take 
my Love for thy Security, he ſhall be thine to Night, 

ict. I have no great Reaſon to expect it indeed, 
that you would hazard your Intereſt in ſo good a Friend 
for the Reparation of my Honour, that ſo little concern; 
you, and which you have already made your beſt of. 

Good, No more & that, Love's my Province; and 
thine is too dear to me tv be neglected. Tis true, 1 


have made him my Friend, and I hope he will deſerve 


it, by doing thee that Juſtice which I am incapable of. 
Viet. You can promiſe eaſily, 
Good, Ay, and as reſolutely perform: When I have 
heated him with 8 to receive him. 
Enter Mrs. Goodvile, 
Ha, ſhe here! 
Mrs. Good. So, ſo, Mr. Goodvile, are you there in- 


deed? I thought I ſhould catch you. 


Coed. Faith, my Dear, I have been ſpeaking a good 
Word for Fack Truman; my Couſin Victoria's too cruel, 

Mrs. Good. Oh fy, FVifforia ! Can you be ſo hard- 
hearted to deny any thing, when Mr, Goodvile is an 
Advocate? 

Vict. I muſt confeſs it with ſome difficulty; bus fhould 
J too eaſily comply upon Mr. Goodvi'e's Interceſſion, 
who knows but your Lady ſhip might be jealous? For 
he that can prevail for another, may preſume therc's 
hopes for himſelf, 

Mrs. Good. Ay, but Couſin, I know you are my 
Friend, and would not, tho' but in regard of that, 
do me ſuch Injury: Beſides, Mr. Goodvile knows 1 
dare truſt him. Don't you, Love? 

Grod, Truſt me! yes, for if you don't, *tis all one 
Credulous Innocence! [ {ſa de. 
Alas, my Dear, were I asfalſe as thou art good, thy 


gencraus Confidence would ſhame me into ry: 
. nte 
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Enter Camilla running and ſqueaking ; Truman and 
Valentine after her. 

Cam, For Heaven's ſake, Madam, ſave me! 
Mr. Goodvile, tis ſafer travelling thro' the Deſarts of 
Arabia, than ent'ring your Houſe : Had 1 not ran 
hard for it, I had been deyour'd, that's certain. 


Val.. Oh, Madam, are you herded? It will be te 
little purpoſe, l am ſtanch, and never change my Game. 


Cam. But when you have loft it, if freſh ſtart up, 
you can be as fully ſatisfied, who hunt more for the 
loye of the Sport, than for the ſake of the Prey. 


val, But Madam, ſhould you chance to be taken, 
look to't; for 1 ſhall touze and worry you moſt un- 


mercifully, till I have reveng'd my felt ſeverely, for 
the pains you coſt me catching, 

Cam, Therefore l am reſolved to keep out of your 
reach; Lord! what would become of ſuch a poor littie 
Cr.ature as 1 am, in the Paws of ſo raycnous an 
Animal ? 

Trum. But are you too, Lady, fo wild as Mrs. Ca- 
milla? 


Viet. Oh, fir, to the full! But 1 hope you are not 


4% unmerciful as Mr. Valent:ne. 
rum. No, Madam, quite on the contrary, as ſoft 
and pliant as your Pillow; you may mould me to 
Your own eaſe and pleature, which way you will, 
Vif, Tis ſtrange two of ſuch different Tempers 


thould ſo well agree: Methinks you look like two as 
roaring, ranting, tory tory Sparks as one would wilh 


to ae Wine 


Val. Yes, Madam, as the Playhouſe in a Vizor, 


when you come dreſt and prepar'd for the Encounter; 
there indeed we can be as unanimoutly modiſh and 
impertinent as the perteſt Coxcombs of em all, till, 
like them too, we loſe our Hearts, and never know 
what becomes of em. 


Cam. But the comfort is, you are ſure to fird e 
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34 Friendſbip in Faſhion. 

again in the next Bottle. 

Mrs. Gcod. Then drink em down to the Ladies 
Healths, they are as well at eaſe as ever they were, 

Trum. Why, you would not be ſo unconſcionable 
as to have ut two ſuch whining crop-ſick Lovers, as figh 
away-their Hours, and write lamentable Ditties to be 
ſung about the Town by Fools and Bullies, in Taverns, 

Gord. Till fome Smithfield Doggrel taking the hint, 
ſwells the Sonnet to a Ballad, and Chloris dwindles 
into a Kitchen Wench, 

Viet, Tis preſum'd then you are of that familiar 
Fribe that never make Love but by contraries, and rally 
our Faults when you pretend to admire our Perfection. 

Cam. As if the only way to raife a good Opinion 
of your ſelves, were to let us know how ill a one 
you have of us. | 

Trum. Faith, Madam, 'tis a hard World; and 
when Beauty is held at ſo dear a rate, tis the beſt 
Way to beat down the Market as muchas we can. 

Val. But you ſhall find, Ladies, we'll bid like 
Chapmen for all that. 

Vict. Yeu had beſt have a care tho?, leſt you over- 
reach your ſelves, and repent of your Purchaſe when 
*tis too late, 

Cam. Eeſides, I hate a Dutch Bargain that's made 
in heat of Wine; ſor the Love it raiſes is generally 
like the Courage it gives, very extraordinary, bur 
very ſhort-liv'd. 


Good. How, Madam! have a care what you ſay; 
Wine is the Prince of Love, and all Ladies that ſpeak 


againſt it forfeit their Charter. I muſt not have my 

Favourite traduc d. | 

Poy, bring ſome Wine, you ſhall prove its good effects 

and then acknowledge it your Friend. We'll drink 
Cam, Till your Brains are afloat, and all thereft ſink, 
Val. I find then, Ladies, you have the like Opinion 

of our Heads, as you have of our Hearts, 
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Cam. Really, Sir, you are much in the right. 
Trum, But if your Lady ſhip ſhould be in the wrong--- 


Tho' Love, like Wine, be a good Refreſher, yet tis 


much more dangerous to be too bufy witbal. And 
tho* now and then I may ovyer-heat my Head with 
Drinking; yet confound me, I think 1 ſhall have a 
care neyer to break my Heart with Loving. 


Mrs. Good. But, Sir, if all Men were of your cruel Tem- 


per, what would become of thoſe tender- hearted Crea- 
tures that cannot forbear ſaluting ye with a Billet in 2 
Morning, tho” it comes without a Name, and makes 


you as unſatisfy d as they poor Creatures are themſelves ?* 
Trum. Hah, this concerns me! Blockhead, dull leaden 
Fot that I was, not to be ſenſible it muſt be ſhe, and 


none but ſhe, could ſend mine this Morning, Well 

poor Jack Truman, look to thy ſelf, Snares are laid for 

thee ; ---but the Virtuous muſt ſuff:r Temptation: And 

Heav'n knows all Fleſh is frail. [ Aſade: 
Enter Boy with Mike. 


Good, Now Boy, fill the Glaſſes. But before we 
proceed, one thing is to be conſider'd: My Dear, you 
and I are to be no Man and Wife for this Day, but 


be as indifferent, and take as little notice one of 


another, as we may chance to do ſeven Years hence ;- 


Eut at Night- 
Val. A very fair Propoſal. | ; 
Mr. Good, Agreed, Sir, if you will have it ſo. 
Good, The Wine---now each Man to his Poſt. 


[ They ſetarate, Good. to Cam. Val. to Vit. Trum. 


to Mrs, Goodvile. 


The Word, [ 4ll take Glaſſes. - 


Trum. Love and Wine; 


Coo. Pass- (They drinł. 


Enter Lettice, - 


Now that Nothing may be wanting, Lertice; you muſt 
ſing the Song I brought home t'other Morning; for 
Muſick is as great an Enceuragement to Drinking, as 
Fighting, - 5 Le- 
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36 Friendſhip in Faſhion. 
Lettice ſings. 
How bleſs'd he appears, 

That revels and loves out his happy Tears; 

That fiercely ſpurs on till he finiſh his Race, 

Ard knowing Life's ſhort, chuſes living apace ! 
To Cares we were born, tere a Folly to doubt it; 
Then love and rejoice, there's no living without it. 


II. 


Each day wo grow older; 
But as Fate approactes, the Brave ſtill are holder; 
The Jes of Love with our Youth ſlide away, 
Bnt yet there are Pleaſures that never decay: 
Len Beauty grows dull, and our paſſions grow cold, 
Vine [fill keeps its Charms, and we drink when ware e. 


© 


Good. So, now ſhew me an Enemy to divine har- 
monious Vrinking! 

Boy. Sir, my Lady Squeamiſh is below, juſt alighted 
out of her Coach. 

Goed, Nay then Drinking will have the major Vote a- 
gainſt it: She is the moſt exact Obſerver of Decorums 
and Decency alive, But ſhe is not alone, I hope. 

Boy. No Sir, there is Mr Malagene with her, and 
three more Gentlemen; one they call Sir Noble Clum- 
ſey, a full portly Gentleman. 

Tram. That's a hopeful Animal, an elder Brother, 
of a fair Eftate, and her Kinſman, newly come up to 
Town, whom her Lady ſhip has undertaken to poliſh 
and make a fine Gentleman, 

Val, IJis ſuch a fulſom overgr-wn Rogue! yet 
hope's to be a fine Spark, and a very courtly Youth; 
he has been this half Year endeavouring at a Shape ; 
which he loves eating and drinking too well ever t0 
attain to. The other, I'll warrant you, are the 
nimble Mr. Caper, and his pelite Companion Mr. 
Saum ter. 
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Good. She's never without a Kennel of Fools at her 
heels; and we may know as well when ſhe is near 
by the Noiſe her Coxcombs make, as we know when 
a certain Spark of this Town is at hand by the new- 
fangled Gingle of his Coach. She comes---. and wo 
be to the Wretch whom ſhe firſt lights upon. 

Enter L. Squeamiſh, Sir Noble Clumſey, Malag, 

Caper, and Saunter. 

L. Squeam. Dear Madam Goodvile, ten thouſand 
Happineſſes wait on you! Fair Madam Victoria, ſweet 
charming Camila, which way ſhall I expreſs my 
Service to you ?----Couſin, your honour, your honour 
to the Ladies. 

Clum. Ladies, as low as Knee can bend, or Head 
can bow, I ſalute you all: And, Gallants, Iam your 
moſt humble, moſt obliged, and moſt devoted Ser- 
vant. That I learn'd at the end of an Epiſtle 
Dedicatory. | 

Good. Sir Noble Clumſey is too great a Courtier, 

Clam, Yes, Sir, I can compliment upon an Oc- 
caſion; my Lady knows I am a pretty apt Scholar. 

L. Squeam. Gallants, you muft pardoa my Couſin 
here, he is but as it were a Novice yet, and has had 
little Converſation but what J have had the honour to 
inſtru him in. 

Mal. But let me tell you, he is a Man of Parts, and 
one that | reſpect and honour : Pray Gentlemen know 
my Friend. 

Val. Hark you Malagene, how durſt you venture 
hither, knowing that Goodvile and Truman care ſo little 
for your Company ? 

Mal, O Sir, your Servant, your Servant, Sir; 1 
re this was the Duel you were going about: I 

10uld not have left you elſe, faith, Ned, I hould not. 

God. But Madam, can the worthy Knight your 
Kinſman drink > What think von, Sir N:6lz, of the 
Ladics Healths ? 
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38 Friendſhip in Faſhion. 

Clum. In a Glaſs of ſmall Beer, if you pleaſe. 

L. Squeam. Oh ſweet Mr. Goadvile, don't tempt him 
to drink, don't! I'll ſwear, I am ſo afraid he ſhould 
ſpoil himſelf with Drinking. Lord, how I ſhould loath 
a Fellow with a red Noſe! 

Mal. See, Truman, the two Coxcombs are already 
boarding our Miſtreſles, 

Trum. Oh, twere pity to interrupt em: a Woman 
loves to play and fondle with a Coxcomb fometimes 
as naturally, as with a Lap Dog, and I could no more 
be jealous of one than of the other, 

Val. I am not of your Opinion; they are too apt to 
love any thing that but makes 'em ſport: And the 
Familiarity of Fools proceeds oftentimes from a Priy i- 
lege we are not aware of, For my part, I ſhall make 
bold to divert. Mr. Saunter, a word: Have you 
any Pr.tences with that Lady? hah! 

Saun. Some {mall Encouragem nt I have had, Sir; 
but I never make my boaſt of thoſe Favours, never, 

Val. No, Sir, twere not your beſt courſe. 

Saun, Oh Lord, you are pleaſed to be merry : Sure 
he takes me for a Fool; but no matter for that. ----- 
Sings, Would Phillis be mine, and for, &c. 

Enter Boy. 

Boy. Madam, the Fiddles are below; ſhall 1 call 
'em up? 

Mrs, God. No, let 'em ftay a little, we'll dance 
below. 

Caper. Hah, the Fiddles! Boy, where are you? 

Cap. cars. 


Boy. Here, Sir. 

Cater. Have you brought my Dancing - ſhoes? 

Boy, No, Sir, you gave me no order: But you! 
Fiddle is below under the Seat of the Coach. 

Cater. Raſcal, Dog, Fool; When did you ever 
know me go abroad without my Dancing: ſhoes 
Sirrah, run home and feich em quickly, or I'll 2 
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off both your Ears, and have *em faſten'd to the Heels 
of thoſe I have on. 


Trum. It is an unpardonable Fault, Sir, that your 
Boy ſhould forget your Dancing- hoes. 


Caper. Ay, hang him, Blockhead, he has no ſenſe; 


I muſt get rid of him as ſoon as I can: I would no 
more dance in a pair of Shoes that we commonly 
wear, than I would ride a Race in a pair of Gam- 
bado's, 

L. Squeam. Mr. Valentine I hope is a better bred 
Gentleman, than to leave his Miſtreſs for Wine. I 
hear, Sir, there is a Love between you' and Madam 
Camila? Thou Monſter of Perjury. [ To Val. 

Val. Faith, Madam, you are much in the right; 
there is abundance of Love on my fide, but I can find: 
very little on hers: If your Ladyſhip would but ſtand: 
my Friend upon this occaſion -I think this is civil. 

L. Squeam. \'1} ſwear, Sir, you are a moſt obliging 
Perſon---- Ladies and Gallants, poor Mr. Valentine here 
is fallen in love, and has deſired me to be his Ad- 
vocate: Who could withſtand that Eye, that Lip, that. 
Shape and Mien, beſides a thouſand Graces in every 
thing he does? Oh lovely Camilla! guard, guard your 
Heart; but I'll fwear, if it were my own caſe,. I 
doubt I ſhould not- ha, ha, ha! | 

val. Madam > what means all this? 

Good. Poor Ned Valentine: 

Trum. 'Tis but what I told him he muſt look for: 
but ſtay there is more yet coming. 

L. Squeam. Nay, this is not half what thou art to 
expect; I'll haunt thee worſe than thy ill Genius, take 
all opportunities to expoſe thy Folly and Falſhood 


every where, till I have made thee as ridicalous to 


Our whole Sex, as thou art odious to me. 


Val. But has your Lady ſhip no Mercy? Will nothing 


but my Ruin appeaſe you? Why ſhould you chuſe by 
your Malice to expoſe your decay of Years, and Jay 
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open your poor Lover's Follies to all, becauſe you could 
improve 'em to your own uſe no longer? [ Approaches. 
L. Squeam. Come not near me, Traitor ---- Lord, 


Madam Camilla, how can you be ſo cruel? See, ſee, 


how wildly he looks: For Heav'n's ſake have a care 
of him; 1 fear he is diſtemper'd in his Mind : What 
pity *tis ſo hopeful a Gentleman ſhould run mad for 
Love !------ ha, ha, ha! 

Mrs. Good. Cear Madam, how can you uſe Mr. Paley. 
tine ſo? ?*Tis enough to put him out of humour, and 
ſpoil him for being good Company all the Day after it, 

L. Squeam. Oh. Lord, Madam, 'tis the greateſt 
Pleaſure.to me in the World: Let me die, but 1 love 
to rally a baſhful young Loyer, and put him out of 
Count'nance, at my Heart. 

Saunt, Ha, ha, ha! and I'll ſwear the Devil and 
all's in her Wit, when ſhe ſets on't. Poor Ned alu. 
tine! Lord, how ſillily he looks! 

Cajer. Ay, and would fain be angry, if he knew but 
how. 

Val. Hark you Coxcomb, I can be angry, very 
angry, dye mark me? 

(lum. No, but Sir, don't be in a Paſſion : my Lady 
will have her humour: but ſhe's a very good Weman 
at the bottom. 

Val. Very likely, Sir. 

Mrs. Good. Now, Madam, if your Lad, ſhp thinks 
fit, we'll withdraw and leave the Gentlemen to them 
ſelves a little; only Mr. Caper and Mr, Saunter mutt 
do us the honour of their Company. 

Saunt. Say you ſo, adam? I'faith and you ball 
have it. Come Caper, we are the en for the Ladies, 
I ſee that, ------ Hey Boys ! | 

L. Sque m. Oh dear! and {ſweet Mr, Samter ſuall 
oblige us with a Song. 

9 O Madam, ten thonſand, ten thouſand if 
you pleaſe! VI ſwear 1 believe J could ſing all Pay 
and all Night, and never be weary, U ings 
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Nhen Phyllis watcht her harm/e/s Sheep, 
Net one poor Lamb, &c, 
[Ex. Saunter, Caper, and Ladies. 

Good. A happy riddance this! Now Gentlemen, for 
one Bottle to entertain our noble Friend and new Ac- 
quaintance, Sir Noble Clumſey. 

Cium. Really Gallants, I muſt beg your Pardon, I 
dare not drink, for | have but a very weak Brain, Sir, 
and my Head won't bear it. 

Trum. Oh, ſurely that honourable Bulk could neves 
be maintain'd with thin regular Diet and ſmall Beer. 

Clum, I muſt confeſs, Sir, I am ſomething plump; 
but a little Fat is comely; I would not be too lean. 

Mal, No, by no means, my Dear, thou haſt an 
heroick Face, which well becomes the noble Port and 
Fulneſs of thy Body, 

Val. Goedwi'e, we have a Suit to you: Here is Ma- 
lagene has been ſome time in a Cloud; for this once 
receive him into good Grace and Fayour again, 

Mal. Faith Goodvie do, for without any more 
Words, I love thee with all my Heart----- Faith and 
troth ----- give me thy Hand. | 

God. But, Sir, ſhould I allow you my Countenance, 
you would be very drunk, very rude, and very un- 
mannerly, I fear, 

Mal. Drunk, Sir, I ſcorn your Words, 1'd have 
you know I han't been drunk this Week; no, I am 
the Son of a Whore if I won't be yery ſober, This 
noble Knight ſhall be ſecurity for my good Behaviour, 
Wilt thou not, Knight? 

Clum. Sir, you are a Perſon altogether a Stranger to 
me; and I have (worn never to be bound for any Man. 

Trum, But, Sir Noble, you are oblig'd in Honour to 
ſerve a Gentleman and your Friend, 

Clam, Say you ſo, Sir? oblig'd in Honour? I am 
ſatisfy'd. Sir, this Gentleman is my Friend and Ac- 
quaiatance, and whatſoeyer he ſays I'll ſtand to. 

Mal, 


— „ ——— — — 1 


** OR_ 
W 


„ 4 %l0 R „ „„«%“»¹1, K 
" 6 of >» 5 
N WIRE 7 | 5 


r . % 


I * £4 4 1 
r . . CIO Oo AY 2” + 


— —— 


42 Friendſhip in Faſhion. 

Mal. Hark thee Son of Mars, thou art a Knight al. 
ready, I'll marry thee to a Lady of my Acquaintance, 
and have thee made a Lord, 

Good. Boy, the Wine, give Sir Noble his Glaſs-----. 
Gentlemen, Sir Noble's Lady's Health. 

Clum. Od's my Life, IIl drink that tho' I die for't, 
Gallants, | have a Lady in this Head of mine, and 
that you ſhall find anon, By my Troth, I think this 
be a Glaſs of good Wine, 

Val Say you ſo? Take the other Glaſs then, 
Sir Nobis. 

lum. Fore George, and ſo I will, Pox on't, let it 
b: a Brimmer : Gentlemen, God ſave the King. 

Mal. Wall faid my lovely Man of Might: His 
Worſhip grows good Company. 

Trum. Sir Noble, you are a great Aequaintance with 
Mr, Caper and Mr. Saunter; they are Men of pretty 
Parts. 

©lum. Oh Sir, the fineft Perſons - the moſt oblig- 
ing well-bred complaiſant rwdiſh Gentlemen: They 
are acquainted with all the Ladies in Town, and are 
Men of fine Eſtates, Shs 

Trum. This Rogue is one of thoſe earthly Mongrels 
that knows the value of nothing but a good Eſtate, 
and loves a Fellow with a great deal of Land and # 
Title, tho' his Grandfather were a Blackſmith. 

Clum. Hew ſay you, Sir, a good Eftate ? od's heart, 
give me the other Glaſs, I have two thoufand Pounds 
a Year, | 

Mal. Say'ſt thou ſo? Boy, bring more Wine! Wine 
in abundance, Sirrah d'ye hear! Frank Geodvile, thou 
ſee'ſt I am free, for Faith I hate Ceremony, and 
would fain make the Knight merry. 

Good. Malagene, it ſhall be your Task; drink him 
up luſtily, and when that's done, we'll bring him to 
my Lady his Couſin, it may make ſome ſport. 

Val. A very good Propoſal. 
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Ma!. Say no more; thy Word's a Law, and it ſhall 
be done: Come, bear up my luſty Limb of Honour, 
and bang Sobriety, | 

Clum. Ay. ſo ſay I, hang Sobriety - drink, whore, 
rant, roar, ſwear, make a noiſe, and all that: But 
be honeſt, do'ſt hear, be honeſt, 

Trum. I would very fain be ſo if I could: But the 
damn'd Billet this Morning won't out of my head. 
Well, Madam Goodvile, if any miſchiet comes owt, 
"tis your own fault, not mine, I did not ſtrike firſt, 
and there's an end on't, [ Mufick within. 

Emer Lettice. | 

Let. Siv, the Fiddles are ready, and the Ladies deſire 
your Company, Mr. Truman, my Lady wants you. 

Trum. Say'ſt thou ſo? I thank thee for thy News 
with all my Heart, The Devil J ſee will get the bettes 
on't, and there is no reſiſting. | 

Let. Sir Noble, my Lady Squeamiſh ſent me to tell 
you, ſhe wants your Company to dance. 

Clum. Tell her, I am buſy about a grand Affair of 
the Nation, and cannot come. Dance? I look like a 
Dancer indeed! but theſeWomen will be always putting 
us on more than we can do Joy, give me more Wine. 

Gord, Malagen-, remember, and uſe Expedition. 

| [Ex. Good, Trum. Val. Lettice. 

Clum. Sirrah, do you know me? I am a Knight; 
And here's a Health to all the Whores in Chriſtendom. 

Mal. Not forgetting all the Ladies within. Now we 
are alone | may talk. [ Drinks. 

Clam. So, there's for you, do you ſee ? {Breaks a Glaſs. 
Sirrah, don't you look ſcurvily; I have Money in my 
Pocket, you muſt know that. --- Bring us more Wine. 
Al alagene, thou art a pretty Fellow; doſt thou love me? 
Give me thy Hand: I will ſalute thy under Lip. Staęgers. 

Mal. Ha, whats the meaning of this? I doubt I 
ſhall almoſt be drunk as ſoon as the Knight. Sir Noble. 
canſt thou whore ? 

Clam, 
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Clum. How, whore ! what a Queſtion's there? 
Thou ſhalt be my Pimp, and I'll prefer thee. 

Mal. What a Raſcal this Knight is! I have known 
as worthy a Perſon as himſelf a Pimp, and one that 
thought it no Blemiſh to his Honour neither. [Ae 

Enter Lady Squeamiſh at the Door. 

Clam. Ha, my Lady Couſin! ----Faith, Madam, you 
ſce I am at it, 

Mal. The Devil's in it, I think; we cou'd no ſooner 
talk of Whores, but ſhe muſt come in, with a-pox to 
her. Madam, your Ladyſhip's moſt humble Servant. 

L. Squeam. Oh, odious ; inſufferable ! who would 
have thought, Couſin, you would have ſerv'd me ſo--- 
itcugh, how he ſtinks of Wine, 1 can ſmell him 
hither;---How have you the Patience to hear the Noiſe 
of Fiddles, and ſpend your time in naſty Drinking! 

Clum. Hum! *tis a good Creature: Lovely Lady, 
thou ſhalt take thy Glaſs. 

L. Squeam. Uh gud! murder! 1 had rather you had 
ofter'd me a Toad. 

Clum, Then Malagene, here's a Health to my Lady 
Couſin's Pelion upon Offa. [ Drinks and breaks the Glaſs, 
L. Squeam, Lord, dear Mr. Malagene, what's that? 

Mal. A certain Place, Madam, in Greece, much 
_ of by the Antients; the noble Gentleman is well 
rea 

L. Squeam. Nay, he is an ingenious Perſon II 
aſlure you, 

Clam, Now Lady bright, I am wholly thy Slave: 
Give me thy Hand, I'll go ſtraight and begin my 
Grandmother's kiſſing Dance; but firſt deign me the 
private Honour of thy Lip. 

L. Squeam. Nay, fy, Sir Noble! how I hate you 
now; for ſhame be not ſo rude : I ſwear you are 
quite ſpoiled, Get you gone, you good-natur'd Toad 
yOu, [Exeunt. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


Enter Goodvile a little heated. 


Good. HAT a damn'd Chicken, brain'd Fellow am 
grown? If | but dip my Bill I am giddy. 
Now am | as hot headed with my baretwo Bottles, as 
a drunken Prentice on a Holy day. Truman marries 
Viftoria, that's reſoly'd on, and ſo one Care is over, 
But then Camila how ſhall 1 get poſſeſſion of her ?--- 
Well, my Mind miſgives me, | ſhall do ſomething may 
call my Diſcr:tion in queſtion; and yet I cannot avoid 
it. Camilla 1 do love, and muſt have her, come 
what will on't: And no time ſo fit to begin the En- 
ter prize as this; ſhe may make a good Wife for Fa- 
lentine for all that. 
Enter Truman and Valentine. Muſick, 

Fy, Gentlemen, without the Ladies! Did you quit 
Champaign for this? Faith I begin to deſpair of you, 
and doubt you are grown as weak. Loversas Drinkers. 

Trum. Goodvile, thou haſt no Conſcience : A decay'd 
Cavalier Captain, that drinks Journey-work under a 
Peputy-Licutenant in the Country, is notable to keep 
the: Company. Two Bottles, as I take it, is no ſuch 
trifling Matter, | 

Good. Oh but I hate to be balk'd ; and a Friend 
that leaves me at two Bottles, is as unkind as a Mi- 
ſtreſs that jilts me when I thought I had made ſure 
of the Buſineſs. But Gallants, how ſtand the Affairs 
of Love? Truman, is Victoria kind? I queſtion not 
your Friendſhip in the Matter, but truſt the Honour 
of my Family in your Hands, 

Val. He little thinks Truman is inform'd of all, and 
aq longer a Stranger on what ſcore he is ſo nas 
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civil. But I am miſtaken, if he be behind with him is 

Kindneſs long, | [ Afiae, 
Trum. A pox on't, I am afraid this Marriage wil 

never agree with me; methinks the very Thought ont 


goes a little againſt my Stomach: Like a young Thief, 


tho* I have ſome itching to be at it, yet I am loth t 
venture what may follow. 

Goed, Well, I'Il go in, and better prepare Victoria 
in the mean time believe it only my Ambition to he 


as well ally'd in Blood, as Friendſhip, to ſo good ani 


generous a Perſon as Truman. [Ext, 
Trum. What a damn'd Creature Man is! Valentin, 
didſt thou believe this Fellow could be a Villain? 
Val. I muſt confeſs it ſomething ſurprizes me; he 
might have found out a fitter Perſon to put his J. 
ſtreſs upon, than his Friend: But how the Devil gt 
you the Knowledge of it? 

Trum. Faith I'll tell thee; for I think I am no way 
oblig'd to conceal it----his Wife, ev'n his very Witt 
told me all. 

Val. I begin to ſuſpect that Mrs. Goodwile has no i. 

inion of you; I obſcry'd ſomething but now ver 
obliging towards you : Beſides, when a Woman be 
gins to betray her Husband's Secrets, tis a certain 
ſign ſhe has a mind to communicate very importait 
ones of her own. a 

Trum. Valentine, no more of that; tho' it would be 
a rate Revenge to make a Cuckold of this ſmiliug 


e. | 
Val. Tis fifty times better than cutting his Throat; 
that were to do him more Honour than he deſerves. 
Enter Malagene. 
Mal. Ha, ha, ha, the rareſt Sport---Fack-Trums, 
Ned Valentine. . 7 REA 
Trum. Why, what's the matter? Where? 
Mal. Yonder's my Rogue of a Knight, as drunk 25 
a Porter; and faith Jack I am but little better. 


KK mA 
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Val. Dear Sir, and what of all this? 

Mal. Why with a Bottle under his Arm, and a 
Beerglaſs in his Hand, I ſet him full drive at my 
Lady Squeamiſh, for nothing elſe but to make miſchief, 
Ned----,- nothing elfe in the World; for every body 
knows I am the worſt-natur'd Fellow breathing: 
'Tis my way of Wit, 
| Val. Do you love no body then? 

Mal. No not I : Yes, a pox on't, I love you well 
enough, becauſe you are a Rogue | have known a 
good while, Tho' ſhould I take the leaſt Prejudice 
againſt you, I cou'd not afford you a good Word be- 
hind your Back for my Heart. 

Trum. Sir, we are much oblig'd to you: Tis a 
ſign the Rogue is drunk that he ſpeaks Truth, 

Mal. I tell you what I did tother Day: Faith tis 
as good a Jeſt as ever you heard, 

Val. Pray, Sir, do, . 

Mal. Why walking alone, a lame Fellow follow'd 
me and ask'd my Charity, (which by the way was 
a pretty Propoſition to me.) Being in one of my witty 
merry Fits, I ask'd him how long he had been in 
that Condition? The poor Fellow ſhook his Head, 
and told me he was born ſo, But how d'ye think 1 
ſery'd him? 

Val. Nay, the Devil knows. | | 

Mal. 1 ſhow'd my Parts I think; for I tripp'd up 
both his Wooden Legs, and walk'd off gravely about 
my Buſineſs. | 

Trum. And this you ſay is your way of Wit? 

Mal. Ay altogether, this and Mimickry : I'm a very 
good Mimick ; I can act Punchinello, Scuramouchio, 
Harlequin, Prince Prem man, or any thing. I can act 
the rumbling of a Wheel-barrow. 

Val, The rumbling of a Wheel-barrow ! 

Mal. Ay, the rumbling of a Wheel-barrow, ſo I 
ſay--Nay, more than that, 1 can act a Sow and Pigs, 
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Sauſages a broiling, a Shoulder of Mutton a roaſting ; 
I can act a Fly in a Honey-pot. 

Trum. That indeed muſt be the Effect of very cu. 
rious Obſeryation. 

Mal. No hang it, I never make it my Buſineſs to 
obſerve any thing, that is Mechanick. But all this 
I do, you ſhall ſee me if you will: But here comes 
her Ladyſhip and Sir Noble. | 

Entir Lady Squeamiſh and Sir Noble Clumſey. 

L. Squeam. Oh, dear Mr. Truman, reſcue me. Nay, 
Sir Noble, for Heay'n's ſake. 

Clum. I tell thee Lady, I muſt embrace thy lovely 
Body: Sir, do you know me? I am Sir NobleClumſ.y: 
1 am a Rogue of an Eſtate, and I live---Do you want 
any Money ? I have fifty Pounds. 

Val Nay, good Sir Noble, none of your Generoſity 
we beſeech you. The Lady, the Lady, Sir Noble. 

Clam, Nay, *tis all one to me if you won't take 
it, there it is----Hang Money, my Father was an Al. 
derman. | 

Mal. "Tis pity good Guineas ſhould be ſpoild, Sir 
Noble, by your leave. [Picks up the Guinea:, 

Clam. But, Sir, you will not keep my Money: 

Mal. Qh, hang Money, Sir, your Father was an 
Alderman, | 

Clum, Well, get thee gone for an Arch Wao--. 1 
do but ſham all this while :----but by Dad he's pure 
Company. 

Trum. Was there ever ſuch a Blockhead ! Now has 
he neyertheleſs a mighty Opinion of himſelf, and 
thinks all this Wit and pretty Diſcourſe, . 

Clum. Lady, once more I ſay be civil, and come 
Kiſs me; I ſhall raviſh elſe, I ſhall raviſh mightily. 
Val. Well done, Sir Noble, to her, never ſpare, 

L Squeam, I may be even with you tho' for all this, 
Mr. Va entine: Nay, dear Sir Noble; Mr. Truman, 1 


wear he'll put me into Fits. 


Clan. 
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- Clum. No but let me ſalute the Hem of thy Garment, 
Wilt thou marry me?  [Kneels. 

Mal. Faith Madam do, let me make the Match. 

L. Squeam. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are a. 
ſtrange Man, and I'll ſwear have a great deal of Wit. 
Lord, why don't you write ? 

Mal. Write? I thank your Ladyſhip for that with 
all my Heart, No, I have a Finger in a Lampoon 
or ſo ſometimes, that's all. | 

Trum. But he can act. 

L. Squeam, I'll ſwear, and ſo he does better than 
any one upon our Theatres ; I have ſeen him: Oh 
the Engiih Comedians are nothing, not comparable 
to the French or Italian: Beſides, we want Poets, 

Clum. Poets! why I am a Poet, I have written 
three Acts of a Play, and have nam'd it already. Tis 
to be a Tragedy. 

L. Squeam. Oh Couſin, if you undertake to write 
a Tragedy, take my Counſel: Be ſure to ſay ſoft 
melting tender things in it, that may be moving, and 
make your Ladies Characters virtuous, whate'er you do. 

Clum. Moving! Why, I can never read it my ſelf 


but it makes me laugh: well, 'tis the prettieſt Plot, 


and fo full of Waggery. 
L. Squeam, O ridiculous! 
Mal. But, Knight, the Title ; Knight, the Title. 
Clum, Why let me ſee; it's to be call'd, The merry 
Conceits of Love; or The Life and Death of the Emperor 


9 the Fifth, with the Humours of his Dog Boba- 
10, | 


Mal. Ha, ha, ha. 
Val, But Sir Noble, this ſounds more likea Comedy. 
Clam. Oh, but J have reſoly'd it ſhall be a Tragedy, 


becauſe Bobadillo's to be kill'd in the Play. Comedy ! 


no, I ſcorn to write Comedy, I know ſeveral that can 

ſquirt Comedy. I'll tell you more of this when 1 am 
ſober, 

L. Squeam. But dear Mr. Malagene, won't you let us 

. C lee 
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ſee you act a little ſomeching of Har du, I'll wear 
you do it ſo naturally, it makes me think I am at the 
Louvre or Whitehall all the time. Mal. 44 ft.] Oh Lord, 
don't, don't neither: l' ſwear you'll make me burſt, 
Was there ever any thing ſo pleaſant ? 

Trum. Was ever any thing fo affected and ridicu- 
Jous ? Her whole Life ſure is a continued Scene of Im- 
pertinence, What a damn'd Creature is a decay'd 
Woman, with all the exquifite Sillineſs and Vanity 
of her Sex, yet none of the Charms 

| | _[Malagene ſpeats in Punchinello's Voice, 

L. Squeam, O Lord, that, that; that is a Pleaſure 
intolerable. Well, let me die if I can hold out any 
longer. Pray Mr, Malagene, how long have you been 
in love with Mrs, Tawdry the Actreſs ? 

Mal, Ever ſince your Ladyſhip has been off from 
the Hooks with Mr. Valentine. | In his own Voice aloud. 

L. Squeam, Uh! gud, I always thought Mr. Alala- 
gene had been better bred than to upbraid me with any 
ſuch baſe thing to my Face, whatever he might ſay 
of me behind my back: But there is no Honour, no 
Civility in the World, that I am ſatisfy'd of, 

Val. Can your Ladyſhip take any thing ill from 
Mr. Malagene ? A Woman ſhould bear with the un- 
lucky Jerks of her Buffoon or Coxcomb, as well as 
with the ill Manners of her Monkey ſometimes : Ihe 
Fools and Raſcals your Sex delights in, ought to have 
the Privilege of ſaying, as well as they have of doing 
any thing. 

L. Squeam. Which you Men of Wit (as you think 
your ſelves!) are very angry you ſhould be debarr'd 
of: Lord, what pity 'tis your good Parts ſhould be 
your x istfortune. 

Val. Ay Madam, I feel the Curſe of it: I who had 
juſt Senſe enough to fall in love with ſo much Beauty 
and Merit, yet could not be able to keep the Paradiſe 
I was ſo happily poſleſt of. 

L. Squeam. This Malice and Il-nature ſhall not 

ſerve 


. 
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ferve your Turn; I ſhall know all your Proceedings 
and Intrigues with Cami la, and be reveng'd on your 
Love to her, for all the Aﬀronts and Injuries you 
have done to mine. 

Enter Caper and Saunter, 

Caper,” Oh dear Madam, we are utterly undone for 
want of your Ladyſhip's Company Ill vow, Madam 
Good viie is coming with the Fiddles to wait on you here. 

Cuts bac var.. 

C lum. Sir, are you a Dancing Maſter? you are very 
nimble methinks. 

Caper, Ay Sir, I hate to ſtand ſtill, But Sir Noble, 
T thought you had known me. I doubt you may be 
a little overtaken; Faith, dear Heart, I am glad to 
ſee thee ſo merry. 

Clem. Yes, I do love dearly to be drunk once a Year 
or ſo, 'tis good for my bodily Health. But do you 
n.ver drink? 

Caper, No, Sir Noble, that is not my Province, you 
know: I mind Dancing altogether. 

Clum. Nor you? can't you drink, ha? 

Saunt No, I make love, and ſing to Ladies, 

Clam, Whores to my Knowledge, arrant rank com. 
mon Whores. -A pox on your Woman of Quality 
that you carry'd me to in the Aall, 

Trum. Why, what was the matter, Sir No$'s? 

Clam, By yea, and by nay, a foul over-grown 
Strumpet, with a running Bawd inſtead of a Waiting- 
woman, a great deal of Paint, variety of old Clothes, 
and nothing to eat. 

L. Squeam. Oh dear, let me die, if that was not 
extravagantly pleaſant. 

Trum. I believe Sir Noble is much in the right; for 
I never came near theſe giddy intriguing Blockheads, 
but they were talking of Love and Ladies; nor ever met 
with a hackney ſtripping Whore that did not know 'em, 

aper. NetValentiae, I have a Kindneſs to beg of you, 

Val. Sir, you may command me any thing, 
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Caper. Why, you muſt know I am in love with Camilla. 

Tal. Very good. 

Cajer. Now I would have you ſpeak to Frank Good- 
wilt not to make love to her as he does, i'faith I can't 
bear it; for to tell you the truth on't, I intend to 
marry her; I catch'd him at it but now: Faith it 
made my Heart ache, never ſtir if it did not. 

Val. In troth, Sir, 'tis very uncivil. Truman, this 
Goodvile has a mind to oblige us both; he's providing 
a Wife for me tooasfaſt as he can. Camilla's his Quarry 
now I underſtand, and by that time he has play'd as 
fair a Game with heras he has done with your Miſtreſs 
Victoria, I may ſtand fair to put in for the Rubbers, 

Trum. Valentine, thon art upon too ſure Grounds for 
Him there; Camilla has both too much Wit and Vir- 
tue, and each with as little Affectation as the other. 

Val. Jack, After this I cannot but be very free with 
you, I know there is ſome Love hatching between 
1 and his Wiſe: Both our Revenge lies in thy 

ands; and if thou doſt not thy ſelf and me Juſtice, 
J]'ll diſown thee for ever. 

Trum. See where he comes, with a Heart as gay and 

light, as if there were nothing but Honeſty in it. 


Enter Goodvile ſinging. 


When Feauty can't move, and eur Paſſions graw co d, 
Wine ſti | keeps its Charms, and we drink when we're old. 


Sood. Jack Truman, yonder have I and Viftoria been 
laughing at thee till we were weary. She ſwears thou 
art ſo very modeft, ſhe would not for all the world 
marry thee for fear of ſpoiling that Virtue. 

Trum. Nay, then I doubt | have loſt her for ever; 
for if ſhe complains of my Modeſty, ſhe has found a 
Fault which [ never thought I had been guilty of before. 

Good. But that is a Quality, which tho' they hate ne- 
ver ſo much in a Gallant, they are apt for many Reaſons 
to value in a Husband: Fear not, Diſſimulation is the 
natural Adjunct of their Sex; and I would no more 

| deſpair 
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deſpair of a Woman, tho? ſhe ſore ſhe hated me, than 
I would believe her tho' ſhe ſwore ſhe lov'd me. 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh, and the reſt of the Company, 
| | with the Fiddles. 


L. Squzeam. Oh a Country Dance, a Country Dance! 
Mr. Caper, where are you? you fhall dance with Madam 
Camilla, Mr. Saunter, wait on Vittoria, Mr. Goodvile, 
your humble Servant, Dear Mr. Truman, won't you 
oblige me? Madam Goodvile-----ha, ha, ha: I'll ſwear 
I had utterly forgotten Mr. Va entine. 

Pal. YourLadyſhipknows me to be a civil Perſon; if 
you pleaſe, Ill keep good Orders. [ All tate out the Nomen. 

Mal. Faith Nea do, and I'll keep the Muſick in tune: 
Away with it; [Muſick p'ays.] Hold, hold----what in- 
ſufferable Raſcals are theſe ? why ye ſcurvy thraſhing 
ſcraping Mongrels, ye make a worſe noiſe than crampt 
Hedghogs. An old gouty Dancing-Maſter that teaches 
to dance with his Spectacles on, makes better Muſick 
on his crack'd Kit ----'Sdeath ye Dogs, can't you play 
now as a Gentleman fings 7 ha- 

Good. Sir, will you never leave this nauſeous Hu- 
mour of yours? I can never be with you but I muft 
be forc'd to uſe you ill, or endure the perpetual 
Torment of your Impertinence. 

Mal. Well Sir, I ha'done Sir, I ha'done: But tis 
very hard a Man cannot be permitted to ſhew his 
Parts. 'Sdeath Frank, doſt thou think thou underſtand'ſt 
Muſick? 855 

God. Sir, I underſtand it ſo well, that I won't 
have it interrupted in my Company by you. 

Mal, Jam glad ont with all my Heart; I never 
thought you had underſtood any thing before.---I think 
there I was pretty even with you. 

Good. Saucineſs and Ill- manners are ſo much your 
Province, that nothing but Kicking is fit for you, 

Mal. Sir, you may uſe your Pleaſure : but I care 
no more for being kickt, than you do for kicking. 
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But prithee, Frank, why ſhould you be out of humour 
fo? 1 he Devil take me, if I ſhall not give thee 
iuch a Jerk preſently will make thee angry indeed. 
L. Squeam. Lord, Mr. Geodvile, how can you be 
ſo illnatur'd ? I' fwear Mr. Malagene is in the right, 
Theſe People have no Manners in the leaſt, play not 
at all to dancing: But I vow he himſelf ſings a 1 une 
extreme prettily, | 
Soc d. Death, Hell and the Devil, how am I teaz'd! 
I ſhall have no Opportunity to purſue my Buſineſs 
with Camilla : I muſt remove this troubleſome Cox- 
comb, and that perhaps may put a ſtop at leaft to 
her Impertinence, Aſide. 
L. Squeam. Mr. Truman. Mr. Goodvile, and Ladies, I 
bef cch you do me the Favour to hear Mr. Malazere 
ſing. a Scorch Song: I'll ſwear I am a ſtrange Ad- 
mirer of Scorch Songs, they are the pretty'ſt ſoft 
melting gentle harmleſs Things--- 
Saun. By Dad, and ſo they are -- 1» January 
bf. | [ Sings. 
Val, Deliver us! A Scazch Song! I hate it worſe 
than a Scorch Bagpipe, which even the Bears are 
grown weary of, and have better Muſick, I wiſh I 
could ſee her Lady ſhip dance a Scotch Jig to one of 
'em. 


Mal. I muſt needs beg your Lady ſhip's Pardon, 1 


have forgotten the laſt new Scotch Song : But if you 
leaſe, I'll entertain you with one of another Na- 
ture, which I am apt to belicve will be as pleaſant. 
IL. Squeam. Let me die, Mr. Malagene, you are 
eternally obliging me. 


[ Malagene ſings an Iriſh Cronon.] 


Mal, Well, Madam, how like you it, Madam, ha; 
I.. Squ am. Really it is very pretty now----the pret- 
ty'ſt odd, out of the way Notes. Don't you admire it, 
ſtrangely ? 

Aal. Vl. aſſure your Ladyſhip I learnt it of an 1riſb 

| - Mulician, 


„ 


6 a. 


8 


—— HW 4 — — 


2 


K 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 55 
Muſician, that's lately come over, and intend to pre- 
ſent it to an Author of my Acquaintance, to put it in 
his next Flay, 

L. Sgucam. Ha, ha, Mr. Valentige, I would have you 
learn it for a Serenade to your Miſtreſs-----ha, ha, ha, 

Val. My Page, Madam, is docivle, and has a pretty 
Voiee, he ſhall learn it if you pleaſe; and if your 
Lady ſhip has any further Service for him---- 

L. Sqzeam. Ah Lord, Wit, Wit, Wit, as I liye! 
Come let's dance. 

Tram. Valentine, thou art ſomething too rough; J 
am afraid her Lady ſhip will be reveng'd; I fee Miſchief 
in her Eyes: 'tis ſafer provoking a Lancaſhire Witch, 
than a old Miſtreſs; and ſhe as violent ia her Malice 
too. 

Good. Malagene, a word with you----- hark ye, come 
hither. . | [ Goes to the Door. 

Mal. Well, Frank, what's the Bulineſs now? I am 
dearly for Miſchief : ſhall I break the Fiddles, and 
turn the Raſcals out of Doors ? 

Good. No, Sit; but I'll be fo civil te turn you out 
of doors, Nay, Sir, no ſtruggling, I have Footmen 
within, 

Mal. W hoo, prithee what's all this for? What a pox, - 
J know my Lady well enough for a ſilly affected fan- 
taſtical Gipſy: I did all this but o' purpoſe to ſhew 
her---Let me alone, IIl abuſe her worſe. 

Gogd, No, Sir, but Il take more care of your 
Reputation, and turn you out to learn better Manners. 
No Reſiſtance as you tender your Ears; but be gone. 
[Ex. Mal.] So, he's gone, and now hope I may have 
ſome little time to my ſelf---Fiddles ftrike up. | Dance. 

Trum. Thus, Madam, you freely enjoy all the 
Pleaſures of a ſingle Life, and eaſe your (elf of that 
wretched formal Auſterity which commonly attends 


' a married one, 


Mrs. Good. Who would not hate to be one of thoſe 
ſimp'ring Saints that enter into Marriage as they would 
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go into a Nunnery, where they keep very ſtrict to 

their Devotion for a while, but at laſt turn as arrant 

Sinners as e'er they were? | | 

Trum. Marriages indeed ſhould be repair'd to, as 
eommonly Nunneries are, for handſom Retreats and 
Conveniences, not for Priſons; where thoſe that cannot 
live without 'em may be ſafe, yet ſometimes venture 
100 abroad a little. 

Mrs. Good. But never, Sir, without a Lady Abbeſs, 
or a Confeſſor at leaſt. 

Trum. Might I, Madam, have the Honour to be 
your Confeſſor, I ſhould be very indulgent and laviſh 
of Abſolution to ſo pretty a Sinner, 

Mrs. Good. See, Mr. Goodvile and Madam Cami la 
believe are at Shrift already. 

Trum. And poor Ned Valentine looks as penſiyely as 
if all the Sins of the Company were his own, 

Mrs, Go:d. See Mr, Cafer, your Miſtreſs, 

Cap. Ha Camil'a ! Sir your Servant, may I have 
the Honour to lead this Lady a Coranto ? | 

Good, No Sir, Death ! ſurely I have Fools that reſt 
and harbour in my Houſe, and they are a worſe Plague 
than Bugs and Moths: Shall I never be quiet? 

Val. Sir Noble, Sir Noble, have a care of your Mi- 
ſtreſs! do you lee there? 

Clum. Hum---ha---where ? oh- [Wales and riſes, 

Saun. Nay, faith Madam, Harry Caper's as pretty 
a Fellow | *Tis the witti-ſt Rogue: He and I laugh 
at all the Town, Harry, I ſhall marry her, 

Clum. Marry Sir! whom will you marry, Sir? you 
lye. Sweet Heart come along with me, I'll marry 
thee wy ſelf preſently, 

Viet. You, Sir Noble ! ----- what d'ye mean ? 

[She ſqueals. 

Clum, Mean ! honourably ! honourably, I mean 
honourably. Theſe are Rogues, my Dear, arrant 
Rogues, Come along 


[Ex. Sir Nob. and Vict. 
Cap, 
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Cap. Ha, Saunter. — 
Saun. Ay, Caper, ha! Let's follow this drunken Knight. 
Cap. Vtaith and fo I will -- I don't value him this! 
[ Cuts, [Ex. Cap. and Saunt. 
L. Squeam. Ha, ha, ha, Well, VII ſwear my Couſin 
Sir Noble is a ſtrange pleaſant Creature, Dear Madam, 


let us follow and ſee the Sport. Mr. Truman, will you 


walk? Oh dear, 'tis violent hot. [Exeunt. 


Val. I'll withdraw too, and at ſome Diſtance obſerve _ 


how Matters are carry'd between Goodvile and Camil a. 
[ Exit. 


Good, Are you then, Madam, reſolv'd to ruin me? 


Why ſhould all that Stock of Beauty be thrown away 
on one that can never be able to deſerve the Gleanings 
of it? I love you. Fs 

Cam. And all the Sex beſides. 'That ever any Man 
ſhould take ſuch Pains to forſwear himſelf to no purpoſe! 

Good. Nay then there's Hopes yet; if you pretend to 
doubt the Truth of my Love, 'tis a Sign you have 
ſome Inclinations at leaſt that are my Friends. 

Cam. This Goodvile ſee is one of thoſe ſpruce poliſht 
Fools, who have ſo good an Opinion of themſelves, 
that they think no Woman can reſiſt 'em, nor Man of 
better Senſe deſpiſe*em. I'll ſeem at preſent to comply, 


and try how far *twill paſs upon him. [Aſide. 


Good. Well, Madam, have you conſider'd on't? Will 
the Stone in your Heart give way ? 


Cam. No, Sir, 'tis full as firm and hard as ever was, - 
Good. And I may then go hang or drown, or do- 


what I will with my ſelf? Ha! 
Cam. At your own Diſcretion, Sir, tho* I ſhould be loth 
to ſee ſo proper a handſom Gentleman come to an ill End. 


Good. Good charitable Creature! But, Madam, know 


Lcan be reveng'd on you for this; and my Revenge 


ſnall be to love you ſtill; gloat on and loll after you 


where-e'er I ſee you; in all publick Meetings haunt and 


vex you; write lamentable Sonnets on you, and fo plain, 
that eyery Fop that ſings em ſhall know tis you mean. 


C'S: Cam. 
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Cam. So, Sir, this is ſometking.: Cou'd not you as 
well have told me you had been been very ill-natur'd at 
firſt? you did not know how far it might have wrought 
upon me; beſides, tis a thouſand times better than 
vowing and bowing, and making a deal of Love and 
Noiſe, and all to as little Purpole as any thing you ſay 
elſe. | 
God. Right exquiſite Tyrant! I'll ſet a Watch and 
Guard fo ſtrict upon you, you ſhall not entertain a well. 
drefs'd Fool in private, but i Tt know it; then in a lewd 
Lampoon publiſh it to the Town ; till you ſhall re- 
pent and curſe the Hour you ever faw me, 

Cam. Ah would I could, ill-naturd cruel Man. 

Goed. Ha, how's that? am I then miſtaken ? and 
have 1 wrong'd yeu all this while? I ask ten thouſand 
Pardons; curft damn'd Sot that I was! I have ruin'd 
my ſelf now for ever. 

Cam. Well, Sir, ſhould I now forgive you all, could you 
conſent to wrong your Lady fo far? you have not yet 
been marry*d a full Year : How mult I then ſuſpect your 
Love to me, that can ſo ſoon forget your Faith to her ? 

Good, O Madam, what do you do? The Name of a 
Wife to a Man in Love is worſe than cold Water in a 
Fever: Tis enough to ſtrike the Liſtemp:r to my 
Heart, and kill me quite: my Lady, quoth-al 

Cam; Beſides, Valentine ycu know is your Friend. 


Good, | grant it, he is ſo; A Friend is a thing 1 love to 


eat and drin łk and laugh withal: Nay more, ] would on 
a gocd Occaſion loſe my Life for a Friend, but not 
my Pleaſure. Say where and when it ſhall be: 

Cam, Never, I dare not. 

Good. You muſt by and by when 'tis a little darker, 
in the left-hand Walk in the loweſt Garden. 

Cam. I wor'tpromiſe you, can't you truſt my Cood- 
nature ? 

Good. Charming Creature! I do: Now if I can but 
make up the Match between Truman and Victeria, my 
Hopes are compleated. 

f Cam. 


Enter Valentine. 


Val. Madam, you are extremely merry; I am glad 


Mr Goodvi'e has left you in fo good a Humour. 
Cam. Ay, Sir, and what may pleaſe you more, he is 


parted hence in as good a Humour as he has left me here. 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh, Bridget at the Do r. 
L. Squeam. Valentine and Camilla alone together! 


Now for an Opportunity to be reveng'd! ah how I love 


Malice ! 

Pal. Ungratefull'ſt of Women! 

Cam. Fooliſheſt of Men! can yoube ſo very filly to be 
jealous? for I find you are ſo: What have you ever ob- 
ſery'd ſince your firſt Knowledge of me, that might per- 
ſuade you I ſhould ever grow fond of a Man as noto- 
riouſly falſe to all Women as you are unworthy of me ? 

L. Squeam. Has Valentine been falſe to her too? Nay, 
then there is ſome Pleaſure left yet; to think Lam not the 


only Woman that has ſuffer'd'by his Baſeneſs. ¶Aſide. 


Val. What then, I'll warrant you were alone to- 
gether half an Hour only for a little harmleſs Raillery 


or ſo? an Honour I could never obtain without hard - 


Suit and humble Supplication. 


Cam. Alas! how very politick you are grown! you ' 


would pretend Diſpleaſure to try your Power, No - 
I ſhall henceforth think you never had a good Opi- 
nion of me; but that your Love was at firſt as ill 
orounded as your fantaſtical Jealouſy is now. 

Val. What ſpecious Pretence can you urge? (I know 


a Woman can never be without one) come, I am ea- 


iy and good-narur'd, willing to belicye and be de- 


ceiv'd: --- What, not a Word! 


Cam. Tho? I can hardly deſcend to ſatisfy your Di- 


ſtruſt, for which I hardly value you, and almoſt hate 


you; yet to torment you farther, know I did diſcourſe 


with him, and of Love too: nay more, granted him 


an Appointment, but one I neyer meant to keep; and 
pov” 
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Cam, Hifte ! haſte ! away, Sir, I fee Valentine comi ng. 
[Exit Good, . 
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promiſed it only to get rid of him. This is more than 1 
am oblig'd to tell you, but that I wanted ſuch an 
Opportunity as this to check your Pretences, which I 
found grew too unruly to be kept at a Diſtance. 

Val. Tho'I had ſome Reaſonto be in doubt, yet this 
true Reſentment and juſt Proceeding has convinc'd me: 
For Goodvile is a Man TI have little Reaſon to truſt, as 
will appear hereafter: and 'twas my Knowledge of his 
| Baſeneſs made me run into ſo mean a Diſtruſt of you: 
But forgive me this, and when I fail again diſcard 
me for ever, 

Cam, Yes: but the next time I ſhall happen to diſ- 
courſe with a Gentleman in private, I ſhall have you 
liſtening at the Door, or Eves-dropping under the Win- 
dow. What, diſtruſt your Friend, the honourable worthy 
Mr.Goodvile? --- Fy, how can you be ſo ungenerous ? 

Val. There is not ſuch another Hy pocrite in the World: 
He never made love but to delude, nor Friendſhip but 
for his Ends: Even his own Kinſwoman and Charge, 
Victoria, he has long ſince corrupted, and now would 
put her on his beſt Friend Truman for a Wife. 

Cam, 1 cannot but laugh to think how eaſily he 
ſwallow'd the Cheat: He could not be more tranſ— 
ported at Poſſeſſion, than he was with Expectation ; 
and he went away in a greater Triumph than if he 
had conquer'd the Indies. 

Val. Where did you promiſe him? 

Cam, In the left-hand Walk in the lower Garden, 

L. Squeam. So, in the left-hand Walk in the lower 
Garden : I heard that, [ Aſide. 
But Mr. Valentize, you may chance to meet another 
there : Let me die, this is pleaſant. 

Val. And when ? | 

Cam, Anon, when it begins to grow dark, 

L. Sau am. Enough, I know the Time and Place ;and 
Madam Camilla, I ſhall make bold to cheat you of 
y cur Lover to-night, Alas, poor inconſiderable Crea- 


ture, low this makes me Icath her! [ Aſide, 
Cam. 


A 
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Cam. Now would this News be more welcome to 


her Ladyſhip Madam Squeamiſu, than a new Faſhion, a 


new Dance, or new Song. How many Viſits would ſhe 
make on the Occaſion ! not a Family in Town would 


be at reſt for her till ſhe had made ita Jeſt, from the Mo- 


ther of the Maids, to the Attorney's Wife in Holborn, 

Val. But for ſome private Reaſons I would have it kept 
from her, and from Madam Goodvile too, There are 
Affairs to be carry*d on to-night, which the leaſt Acci. 
dent may interrupt. --- Beſides, I have thought upon't, 
and will ſo contrive the Matter, that Goodvile ſhall keep 
his Aſſignation, and her Ladyſhip her ſelf ſupply the 
Place of the much- expected charming Camilla. 

Cam. But would you, Sir, do mo ſuch an Injury as 


to make me break my Word with Mr. Geodvile? that 


were inhuman, 

Val. Good conſcionable Creature, have Patience, 
and don't you think of paying Debts too faſt ; there's 
an Account yet between you and me which muſt be 
made even, and I think 1 had beſt ſecure it now I 
have you in my Cuſtody, | 

Cam. Ay, but, Sir, if I part with any thing, I fhall 
expect to have ſomething to ſhew for't, 

Val. Nay, if I don't offer as luſty Security and Con- 
ditions as any Man, let me loſe all I lay Claim to, 
that's fair, [Exeunt. 

L. Squeam. So, are they gone? Now let me but live 
if this Intrigue be not extremely ſurprizing. Bridget, 
go home and fetch me the Morning-gown I had laſt 
made in Imitation of Camilla's, for perhaps I ſhall go 
a Maſquerading to-night, or it may be not; but fetch 
it nevertheleſs. 

Brid. Madam, won't the other ſerve? you may re- 
member jou left it at my Lady Foplove's t other Night; 
that's nearer. 

L. Squeam, Impertinent Creature! and wouldſt thou 
have me appear in it twice? Do as I bid you, I ſay, 
and d'ye hear, bring me a Mask wit an Amber-Bead, 

for 


— 
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fear 1 may have Fits to- night. 


Brid. 1 never knew her without fantaſtical ones, 1 


am ſare, for they coſt me many a weary Errand. Ex. 
Enter Victoria. 


L. Squeam. Oh my dear Victoria the moſt unlook'd 


for Happineſs! the pleaſanteſt Aceident ! the ſtrangeſt 
Difcovery ! the very Thought of it were enough to cure 
Melancholy, Valentine and Camilla, Camilla and Valen- 
tine, ha, ha. ha. 

Vick. Dear Madam, what ist fo tranſports you ? 

L. Squeam, Nay, tis too precious to be communi. 
cated : Hold me, hold me, or I ſhall die with L:ugh- 
ter --- ha, ha, ha, Camilla and Valentine, Valentine and Ca- 
milla —ha, ha, ha, -- O dear, my Heart's broke. 

Vick. Good Madam, refrain your Mirth a little, and 
Jet me kuow the Story, that I may have a Share init, 

L. Squeam. An Aſſignation! an Aſſignation to-night 
in the lower Garden; -- by ſtrong good Fortune I over- 
heard it all juſt now-- but to think on the pleaſant Con- 
ſequence that will happen, drives me into an Exceſs of 
Joy beyond all Sufferance. 

Vi. Madam, in all probability the pleaſant'ſt Conſe- 
quence is like to be theirs, if any Body's ; and | cannot 
gueſs how it ſhould touch your Ladyfhip in the leaſt, 
IL. Squeam. O Lord, how can you be ſo dull? Why, 2: 
the very Hour and Place appointed will I meet Va/ez- 
tie in Camil'a's ftead, before ſhe can be there her {e!t; 
then when ſhe comes, expoſe her) 'nfamy to all the 
World, till I have thoroughly reveng d my ſelf for all 
the baſe Injuries her Lover has done me. 

Vick. But, Madam, can you endure to be fo mali— 


cious? 


L. Squram, That, that's the dear Pleaſure of the 
thing; for I vow Pd ſooner die ten thouſand Deaths, 
if I thought I ſhould hazard the leaſt Temptation to 
the Prejudice of my Honour, 

Vick. But why ſhould your Ladyſhip run into the 
Mouth of Danger? who knows what ſcurvy 

lurking 
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furking Devil may ſtand in readineſs, and ſeize you 
Virtue before you are aware of him? 

L. Squeam. Temptation! No, I'd have you know [I 
ſcorn Temptation: I durſt truſt my ſelf in a Convent 
among a Kennel of eramnr'd Friars : Beſides, that un- 
grateſul ill-bred Fellow Valentine is my mortal Aver- 
lion, more odious to me than foul Weather on a May- 
day, or ill Smell in a Morning. 

Pick. Nay now, Madam, you are too violent. 

L. $queam. Too violent! I would not keep a Wait- 
ing woman that ſhould commend any one thing about 
him: Dear Victoria, urge nothing in his Behalf; for if 
you do, you loſe my Friendſhip for ever: Tho? I ſwear 
he was a fine Perſon once, before he was ſpoil'd. 

Viet. Jam ſure your Ladyſhip had the beſt Share 
in his ſpoiling then. Aſid:. 

L. Squeam No, were J inclin'd to entertain Addreſ- 
ſes, I aflure you I n:ed not want for Servants ; for 1 
fwear I am ſo perplex'd with Billet dux every Day, I 
know not which Way to turn my ſelf: Beſides, there's 
no Fidelity, no Honour in Mankind, Oh dear Victoria! 
whatever you do, never let Love come near your Heart: 
Tho really I think true Love is the greateſt Pleaſure 
in the World. 

Vik. Would I had never known Love, my Honour 
had not then lain at the Mercy of ſo ungrateful a 
Wretch as Go-dvile, who now has certainly abandon'd 
and forgotten me, 

L. Squeam, Well, certainly I am the moſt unſteddy, 
reſtleſs, humourſome Woman breathing: Now I am ſo 
tranſp-rted at the Thoughts of what 1 have deſign'd, 
that I long till th: Hour comes with more Impatience 
than - l' fivear I know not what to ſay ---- Dear Vic- 


toria, ten thouſand Adiens--- Wiſh me good Sneceſs --- - 


Yet now I think on't, I'll ſtay a little longer Pl 
{wear I mu{tnot neither - Well! PH go--- No, I'll ſtay 
--- Well, 'm reſolv'd neither to ſtand fill ---- fit ſtill - 
nor lie {ill · nor have one Thought at reſt till the Bu- 


ſineſs 
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ſineſs is over --- I'll ſwear I am a ſtrange Creature. 
[Ex L. Squeam. 
Vit, Farewel, Whirligigig. 
Enter Goodvile. 

Good. Victoria here! To meet with an old Miſtreſs 
when a Man is in purſuit of a freſh one, is a worſe 
Omen than a Hare in a Journey, --- I'll ſtep aſide this 
Way till ſhe's paſt me; ſo farewel, Fubb. 

TEE [ Makes mouths, ¶ Exit Vift, 
Now for the lovely, kind, yielding Camilla! How I 
long for the happy Hour! Swelling, burning Breaſts, 
dying Eyes, balmy Lips, trembling Joints, Millions 
of Kiſſes, and unſpeakable Joys wait for me. 

Enter Truman and Valentine, 

Well, Gentlemen, now you have left the Ladies, I hope 
there miy be Room near your Hearts for a Bottle or two, 

Trum. Dear Goodvile, thou art too powerful to be de- 
ny'dany thing, Tis a fine cool Evening, and a ſwift Glaſs 
or two now were ſeaſonable and refreſhing, to waſh a- 
way the Toil and Fatigue of the Day. 

Val. After a Man has been diſturb'd with the pub- 
lick Impertinences and Follies he meets withal abroad, 
he ought to recompenſe himſelf with a Friend and a 
Bottle in private at Night. 

Good. Spoken like Men that deſerye the Life you 
enjoy. III in before, and put all Things in Readineſs. 

[Ex. Goodvile. 

Val. This worthy P-rſon, for his Honeſty and Sobri- 
ety, would have made a very good Dutch Burgomaſter : 
But he is as damnable an Engliſh Friend and Gentle- 
man, as one would wiſh to meet withal. 

Jrum. Valentive, thou art too much concern'd at him: 
Methinks Camila's Juſtice, and the pleaſant Cheat ſhe. 
has put upon him, ſhould rather make thee deſpiſe and 
laugh at him as I do, 

Val. Truman, thou indeed haſt Reaſon: and when I 
ſhall know the happy Succeſs of the Revenge thou haſt 
in ſtore for him, | may do my ſelf and him that Ju- 
Rice as to ſcorn him, but am too angry yet. Trum. 


GAA 
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Trum. 'Then to give thee eaſe (for I dare truſt pore 
know this very Night 1 alſo have an Aſſignation wit 
his Wife in the Grotto at the upper End of the Garden, 
the oppoſite Walk to that where he expeRs to meer 
Camilla. 

Val. Then I am at reſt; let's in. I have nothing 
elſe to do but take care ſo to finiſh him, as that you 
ſhall fear no Interruption : At leaſt he will be ſo full 
of his ExpeQation of Camilla, that he'll never dream in 
what poſture his own Affairs ſtand in another Place. 

Trum. Away then; and may good Luck attend us : 
Ere yet two Hours are paſt his Wife's my own. Me- 
thinks already in that ſecure dark private Grotto, 


Cloſe in my Arms, and languiſhing ſhe lies, 


With dying Looks, ſhort Breath, and wiſhing Eyes ; 
And the ſupine dull Cuckold nothing ſpies, Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. 8CENFE- I. 
S CE N E, Nigbt-Garden. 


Enter Goodvile at one Door, Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice 
| following her at the other. 


Geod. QO, I think I came off in good Time: Hold, 
now for Camilla : By Fove I think 1 am little 
better than drunk. Hah! who's there? FVicforia as 1 


live; nay, it muſt be ſhe, as I ſaid before, The poor 


Gipſy's jealous; has had ſome Intimation of my Ap- 
pointment with Camilla: I'll loof off, and obſerve 
Which Way ſhe ſteers, 

Mrs. Good. Lettice, I fear that's Mr. Goodvil.'s 
Voice: Whatever you do, if any croſs Acciden 
happens, be ſure you call me Victoria. ; 


. Good. 


as. 
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Good. Ay, ay, tis Victoria!“ vigilant Devil! but II 

take this Way, and wait at the lower End of theWalk. 

Mrs. Good. Lectice, look well round you that no body 

ſee us, and then follow me. [ Exeunt, 
Fzter P'ruman. 

Trum, Thus far all is well. How I pity poor Va- 
lentine! yonder is he plying Bumpers, as they call em, 
more furiouſly than a foreign Miniſter, that comes 
into England to drink for the Honour of his Country. 1 
have waited ſomething long tho'; who comes here? 

Enter Lettice. 

Teo, Tis I, Sir, your Servant, Lettice. 

Trum. My little good-natur'd Agent, is't you ? Where 
is thy Lady ? She's too cruel to let a poor Lover languiſh 
here ſo long g in Expectation: It looks as if ſhe rather 
meant to make a Trial of my Patience than my Love: 
Is ſhe coming? 

Let. Well, I ſwear (as my Lady Squeamiſh ſays) you 
are a ſtrange Creature. But I'll go and tell her; tho 
Pil vow I utterly diſown having any Hand in the Buſi- 
neſs; and if any Ill comes of it, 'tis none of my Fault, 

Trum. No, no, not in the leaſt. Pr'yther diſpatch. 
How's this! more Company ! who comes there ? 

Enter Valentine, 

Val. *Tis I, Jack Truman, your Friend Val-ntine, 

Trum, My dear Encourager of Iniquity ! what News? 
Where's Goodvile? 


Val, No matter for Goodvile ; here comes your 
Miſtreſs. 

Enter Mrs. Goodvile, Valentine retires. 

Trum. Now, now, now! what the Devil ails me? 
how I ſhall quake and tremble! - Madam, dear 
Madam, where are you? 

Mrs. Good, Mr. Truman, is't your Voice? Lettie, 
you may go again if you will [Ex. Lettice, 
Well, Sir, I vow, Sir, had it not been that | hate to 
break my Word, I would not have ventur'd abroad 
this cold damp Evening for a World, 


Trum. 
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Trum. I'll warrant you, Madam, while you are in 


my Poſſeſſion, no Cold ſnall hurt you: Come, ſhall 


we withdraw to the Grotto } 

Mrs. Gad. Withdraw to the Grotto ? bleſs me, Sir! 
what do you mean? Il car you make my Heait 
1 

Irum. Oh Madam! I have the beſt Cure for the 
Paſlion of the Heart in the World I have try d it, 
Madam, tis Probatum : Come, come, let's retire, ---- 
Do, mak: a Diſturbance, and ruin your felt and me, 
do! | 

Mrs. Good. Nay, I'll ſwear, Sir, you are inſuffera- 
bly rude: You had beft make à noiſe and alarm my 
Husband, you had; for, hang me, I ſhall cry out. 

lram, No, no, I'm furc you won't complain before 
you are hurt; and I' uſe you fo gently ---- hark! +---- 
don't you hear, there's ſome body coming. 

Mrs. Good, Where, where, where? If we are {cen 
we are undone for ever. Well, I'll never give you 
ſuch an Advantage again. 

Trum. l'm ſure you would not, if I ſhould let lip 
this, Come, come, Dclazs are dangerous, and I can 
endure 'em no longer, 

Mrs, Good. Ah Lord, you kill me!---- what will be- 
come of me 2 [Carries her in. 

Val, Nay, faith, Madam, your Condition is ſome- 
thing deſperate, that's certain. Jis a pretty Employ- 
ment 1 am like to have here; but it is for the ſake of 
my Friend and my Revenge: And two dearer Argu- 
ments there cannot be to perſuade me to any thing. 

Euter Malagene at ſome diſtance. 

Ma'. So, Jais Irumas and Madam Ge:dvile have 
order'd Matters pretty well, I'll fay that for my Kinſ- 
woman, ſhe lays about her handſomly. But certainly 
I hear another Voice this way: I'll withdraw once 
again, there may be more Sport yet. 

Val. That ſhould be Gooduile: I'll ſtep behind this 
Tice, and ſee how he and her Ladyſhip behave them- 


ſelves. 
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ſelves. This is like to be a Night of as civil Bſineſs, 
as I haye known a great while, 
Enter Goodvile. 

Good. Death and the Devil! how that puny Rogue 
Valentine has ſous'd me? If I ſhould have overſtay'd 
the time now, and miſs'd of my Appointment with 
Camilla - Truman is reel'd home, that's certain; and 
Valentine, I believe, has follow'd him by this time. 
Camilla, dear, lovely, kind, tender, melting Camilla, 
Where art thou ? 

Enter Lady Squeamiſh. 

L. Squeam. That muſt be Valentine; nay, I am ſure 
it is he! how ſneakingly will he look when he ſhall 
find his Miſtake ? But II! take care, if poſſible, that 
no ſuch thing ſhall happen, ſo mine be the Pleaſure, 
and Camilla's the Scandal; I'll ruſh by him thro' the 
Walk into the Wilderneſs, [Runs croſs the Walk. 
Good, That muſt be ſhe; How ſwiftly ſhe flew a- 
long, as ſhe fear'd to be too late, looſely attired, and 
fit for Joys! Now all the Power of Loye and good 
Fortune direct me, [Exit. 

Val. So, thanks to our Stars, he's ſafe ; tho“ a Pox- 
on't, methinks this dry Pimping is but a ſcurvy Em- 
ployment, Had I but a Siſter or Kinſwoman of his to 
keep doing withal, there were ſome Comfort in it ;--- 
but here comes Truman and the Lady ; I muſt not be 
ſeen, [Exit. 

Enter Truman and Mrs. Goodvile, 

Trum. You ſhall not go: Come bur back a little, 
I have ſomething more to tell you that nearly concerns 
us both: Beſides, Mr. Goodvile's in the Garden; and 
if he ſhould chance to meet us, what Excuſe could we 
make to him ? 


Mrs. Good, But will you promiſe me Victoria ſhall 


never rob me of your Heart? She does not deſerve it, 

I am ſure, half ſo well as I. 
Trum. Kind tender-hearted Creature, I know it : 
Nor ſhall ſhe ever come ſo near it, as to know that I 
have 
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have one Alas! we talk too long. [ Noiſe. 
hear Company coming, we ſhall be ſurpriz'd and 
diſappointed, and I am then undone, 
Mrs. Good. I'll ſwear you make me tremble every 
Joint of me: What would you have me do? 
Irum. See, ſee, who are yonder ?- | 
[Exwunt Truman and Mrs. Goodvile. 
| Enter Goodvile and Lady Squeamiſh. 
| Good. What a Feaſt of Delight have I had! ſurely 
| ſhe was born only to make me happy! her natural and 
| unexperienc'd Tenderneſs exceeded practis'd Charms: 
1 — Dear, bleſt, lovely Camilla, oh! my Joys! 
II. Squeam. Ha, ha, ha! 1 
I Good. How's this? my Lady Squeam ! -- Death, and 1 
Þ the Devil. | 1 
I I. Squeam. Truly ſweet Mr. Valentine, the ſame, | 
| Now, Sir, I hope----- Uh gad! Mr. Goodvile! | 
1 [They ſtare at each other, 
| Good. Have I been mumbling an old Kite all this 
|} while inſtead of my young Partridge? a pox of my 
| depraveeFalate, that could diſtinguiſh no better. | 
I. Squcam. Lord, Mr. Goodvile, what ails you! ----- 1 
I This was an unexpected Adventure; but let me die, i 
ii is very pleaſant, ha, ka, ha! 9 
'} Good. A pox on the Pleaſures, and you tso, I ſay. | 
| L. Squeam, This malicious Devil Camilla has over- 1 
Treach'd me. ---- Well, Mr. Good vile, yourare the wor- 1 
mieſt Perſon had I an only Daughter, I durſt truſt 
ber with you, you are ſo very civil - Well Innocence 
lis the greateſt Happineſs in the World. 
Good. Right, Madam, it is ſo, and you know we 
have been very innocent; done no Harm in the World, 
not we, 
I. Squeam. The cenſorious World, if they knew of 
I this Accident, I know would be apt enough to ſpeak 
*J :*proachfully; bur ſo long as I my ſelf am ſatisfied 
Ii the Integrity of my Honour, the World is a Thing 
defy and ſcorn, 
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Good, 
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Good, Very philoſophically ſpoken : ---- But, Madam, IN he 


ſo long as the World is to be a Stranger to our Happi. 18 
neſs, Why ſhould we deny our ſelves the ſecond Pleaſure 


of Congratulation ? 180 
L. Sqauvam. Alas, alas, Mr. Goodvile, yon cannot ſay it 

that you have had the leaſt Advantage over my Frailty: 1 

Well, what might have happen'd, if the ſtrict Severity | 

of both our Virtues had not ſecured us? | 


Good. This affected Impudence of hers is beyond all | 
the Impertinence I ever knew her guilty of. Virtue lo 
with a Pox! I think I have Reaſon to know her pretty . 
well, and the Devil of any Virtue found J about her, im 

L. Squeam, But dear Sir, let us talk no more of it: on 
Tho' T am extremely miſtaken if I ſaw not Mr. Valentine 
enter the Garden before me, and am as much miſtaken Y 20 
if a Lady was not with him too. 80 

Good. Hell and Confuſion! that muſt be Victoria: J 
thought indeed I faw her, but being hot-headed, and n 
apprehending ſhe came with a malicious Deſign of diſ. } '*- 
covering me, avoided her----Falſe to me with Valentine? 

L. Squeam. I'll ſwear, Mr. Goodvite, 1 have long fir 

Red an Intrigue between you and Madam Vier ia, I Pr. 
and this Jealoufy has confirmed me: and I would not 
for all the World but have known it. Ha, ha, ha! 

Good, Death Madam] this is beyond all Sufferance--- * 
diſappointed, and jilted by Camilla] abuſed by Vifferia! | YO 
and with Valentine too, Truman's Friend, who F thought f 19! 


2 
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fhould have marry'd her“ Shame and Infamy light | 
upon the whole Sex; may the beſt of em be ever 0e. 
5 and the moſt cautious always betray'd. fta 


L. Squeam. Dear Mr. Goodvile, be patient: Let me ro! 
die, you are enough to frighten our whole Sex from or 
ever loving or truſting Men again ------ Lord, F would | 
not be poor Madam Vicloria, to gain an Empire, P1124 vet 
ſwear if you are not more moderate, you'll diſcompoſe uſe 
me ſtrangely: How my Heart beats! \ 

Good. Patience! preach it to a galled Lion ---- No, 1 rad 
am ſure ſhe is not far off, and I will find her, ſurprize 
ker 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 71 


her in the midſt of her Infamy and Proftitution, ------ 
'Sdeath Madam, let me go. 

L. Squeam. 1 will not part with you, you ill-natuor'd 
Creature; you ſhall not go----I vow, III cry a Rape 
if you off.r to ftir,---- Oh my Heart, here's Malagene. 

Enter Malagene ſinging, Frank, Frank, Frank, c. 

Mal. Why how now Frank, what a Pox out of Hu- 
mour? Why, Madam, what have you done to him; 
what have you done to him, Madam? Lord how he 
looks! why Frank, I fay, prithee bear up. 

Good. Hark you Dog, Fool, Coxcomb, hold that 
impertinent impudent Tongue of yours, or I'll cnt it 
out; Sdeath you Buffoon I will. 

Mal. No, but hark you dear Heart, good Words, 
good Words do you hear, or I ſhall publiſh; by my 
Soul, Joy, I ſhall. | 

Good, How am I continually plagu'd with Rogues 
and Owls! I'll ſet my Houſe o' fire, rather than have 
it haunted and peſter'd by fuch Vermin. 

Mal. Faith Frank do: I have not ſeen a Houſe o“ 
fire this great while; it would be a pretty Frolick, 
prithee let us about it preſently, 

L. Squeam. Dear Mr. Goodvile, you ſhall be per- 
ſuaded: Don't run your ſelf into Danger thus raſhly. 

Good, Do you hear then, Monſieur Pimponio; as 
you expect to live a quiet Hour, run in and call for 
ſome Lights, and return with 'em inftantly, 

Mal. Say no more dear Heart, l'll do't; if Miſchief 
comes not of this, the Devil's in't----- but dear Frazk, 
ſtay till I come again, I'll be back in a trice; take 
"other turn with her Ladyſhip into the Wilderneſs; 
or any thing. [Ex, Malagene. 

L. Squeam, Let me not live, this Mr. M-lagene is a 
very obliging Perſon, and methinks Mr. Gcodvile you 
uſe him tao ſeverely. 

Good, I wiſh, Madam, he may deſerve that Cha- 
racter of you: He is one of thoſe Worldlings you were 
ſpeaking of that are apt to talk reproachſully N. I 

clieye 
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belieye knows all that has paſſed between us to Night, 
for he has a ſhrewd diſcerning Judgment in theſe Matters. 
I. Squeam, Lord, Mr, Goodviie, what can he ſay of 


m? 1 defy even Envy it ſelf to de me or my Honour 


any Prejudice: 'Tho' I wiſh I had let this Frolick alone 
to Night. 

Good. Frolick with a Pox !-----if theſe be her Fro- 
licks, what the Devil is ſhe when ſhe is in earneſt? O 
he returns with the Lights: Look who are theſe ? by 
Heav'n the ſame. 

Enter Truman and Mrs. Goodvile. 
Trum. Gently, gently, Madam, for fear of an Ambuſ- 
eade; I wonder | hear nothing from Ned Valentine ſince, 

Mrs. Good. See, ſee, Sir, here's Mr. Goodvile : Haſte, 
haſte down the other Walk, or we are ruin'd. 

Trum. Fear not, truſt all to my Conduct. [Ex, 

[As Mrs. Goodvile is going away, Goodvile catches 

hold of her Gown ----- ſhe claps on her Maſque. 

Good. Stay Madam Victoria; nay, you muſt ſtay, tis 
in Yain to fly; I have diſcover'd all your Falſhood, I 
have: Was mine a Paſſion to be thus abuſed? I who 
have given you all my Heart! perfidious falſe Wo- 
man !--— is your Lover too aſham'd or afraid to ſhew 
himſelf ? where is he? why comes he not forth ? 

Enter Truman. 

Trum. Here J am, Sir, 


Good. Ha, Truman! | Mrs, Good, gets looſe, and Ex. i 


Trum. Yes, Sir, the ſame: Ready both to acknow- 
ledge and juſtify my being here with Victoria, which I 
thought, Sir, might have been allow'd without any 
Offence to Mr. Goodvile, That ſhe is innocent as to any 
thing on my part, I am ready with my Sword to make 
good; but Sir, I wear it too to do my Honour Juſtice, 
and to demand of you on what Grounds you appear fo 
highly concern'd for a Woman you were pleaſed to 
commend to your Friend for a Wife! 

Good, Concern'd, Sir! have I not reaſon to be con- 
cern'd for the Honour of my Family? for a — 

under 
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under my Charge to be abroad and alone with a Gen- 
tleman at this unſeaſonable Hour, might alarm a Man 
leſs tender of his Reputation than I am. 

Trum. Sir, this Excuſe won't ſerve my turn; nor am 
1 fo blind as not to be ſenſible (which I before ſuſ- 
pected) that Vittoria has been long your Miltreſs : --- A 
pox of the Honour of your Family ; you had given her 
all your Heart, you ſaid; and your Paſſion was not a 
Thing to be thus abuſed: Nor, Sir, is my Honour. 

Good. No, but dear Fack Truman, thou art my Friend. 

T»um. You would have made me believe ſo indeed; 
but the Daubing was too coarſe, and the artificial Face 
appear'd too plain. One would have thought, Sir, 
that you, who keep a general Decoy here for Fools and 
Coxcombs might have found one to have recompenſed 
a caſt Miſtreſs withal, and not have endeavoured the 
betraying the Honour of a Gentleman and your Friend. 
But Sir, I am glad 1 have heard it from your own 
Mouth: I hope it will not be eſteemed much II- nature 
in me, if worthy Mr. Malagene and I join Forces to 
publiſh a little, as he calls ir. 

Mal. Faith, Jack Truman, with all my Heart; now 
I have him on my fide, I dare ſay any thing Frant 
Goodvile----. pugh. ; 

Good, Sir, I ſhall require a better account of this 
hereaſter. 

L. Squeam. Lord, Mr. Truman, what ails Mr, Good- 
wil-2 how happen'd this Difference? I'll ſwear I am 
ſtrangely ſurpriz'd. 

Trum. Your Ladyſhip, I ſuppoſe, can beſt give an 
account how Matters are with him: I am apt to be- 
lieve he has been very free with you. 

L. Squeam. Dear Sir, what do you mean? I'll ſwear 
you are a ſcandalous Perſon. 

Good. Sir, ſince you are fo rough, be pleaſed not ts 
concern your ſelf with the Honour of this Lady; you 
may have encngh to do, if you dare juſtify your own 
to Morrow, | | 

D Trum, 
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Trum, If I dare 2-----nay Sir, ſince you queſtion it, 

III convince you preſently ; ----- Draw. | 1hey fight. 
| Enter Valentine. 

Val. Hold, hold, what's the Matter here ? Jack 
Truman, Frank Goodvile, tor ſhame put up, 

Euter Mrs. Goodvile. 

Mrs, Good. Where is this perfidious falſe Man? where 
is Mr, Goodvile? So Sir, | have found now the Original 
of all my Misfortunes : I have a Rival it ſeems ; Victoria, 
the happy Victoria poſſeſſed all my Joys: What, have 
you b en fighting too for the Honour of your Miltreſ 2 
------ here, come kill me: Would 1 had been laid in 
my Grave, ere I had known thy odious polluted Bed. 

Geog. 'Sdeath, I thought ſhe had been ja her 
Chamber this Hour at leaſt: g Tis true, my Dear, I 
muſt own a Kindneſs for Vicloria, as my Kinſwoman; 
but —— 

Mrs. God. How ! dare you own it}. and to my 
Face too? matchleſs Impudence! let me come at him, 
that I may tear out thoſe hot laſcivious glowing Eyes 
that wander after every Beauty in their Way : ---- Oh! 
that I could blaſt him with a Look !---- Was my Love 
ſo deſpicable, to be abandon'd for Viftorja! The 
Thought of it makes me mad: Vl endure it no 
longer, I will have Revenge, or Ill die! Oh! 

Trum. Delicate Diſhmulation! how I love her Aſide. 

Good. Dear Madam, hear me ſpeak ----- Madam, 1 
ſay that 

Mrs. Coed, I know you cannot want an Excuſe; Diſ- 
ſimulation and Falſhood have been your Practice: 
but that you ſhould wrong me with Vittoria, a Woman 
that for the ſake of your Relation | had made. my 
Friend, (for every Thing that was ally'd to you was 
dear to me) is an Injury ſo great, that it diſtracts my 
Reaſon ;----| could pardon any Thing but my wrong'd 
Love. Let me be gone; {end me to a Nunnery; 
confine me to a Charnel Houſe, vile ungrateſul Wretch ! 
any Thing but thy Preſence I can endure, 


Good. 
8 
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Good. Is there every Way ſo damn'd a Creature az a 
Wife: Lord Madam, do you know what you do 

Mrs. Good. lll warrant it, you wou'd perſuade mo 
I am mad; —- Would L had been born a Fool, I might 
then have been happy; patiently have paſs'd over the 
many tedious Nights | haye endured in your Abſence 
contented my ſelf with Prayers for your Safety. 

Mal. O Lord; Prayers! 
' Mrs, Good, When you in the very inſtant were lan- 
guiſhing in the Arms of a Proſtitute. 

Good. Lord, Madam, I thought you had been in 
your Chamber now Cui ſe on her, what ſhall I dof! 

Mrs. Good, "Tis a Sign you believe me ſaſe enough! 
you would not certainly elſe have the Impudence to 
have brought a new Miſtreſs under my Nule:z ---- 1 fee 
there how "guilty ſhe ſtands - have you a tomach ſo 
hot that it can digeſt Carrion, that has been buzz'd 
about and blown upon by all the Flies in the Town? or 
was it the Fantaſticalneſs of your Appetite, to try how 
ſo coarſe a Diſh would reliſh, aſter being cloyed with 
better feeding? ---- Nay, Sir, I have been inform'd of 
all 


Val. Has then your virtuous Lad. ſhip been taking 2 

little Love and Air with Mr. Geodvile this Evening! 
[Io Lady Squeamiſh. 

Good, Well, ſhe has dealt with the Devil, that's 
certain; a Pox on't, I ſee there's no living for me 
on this ſide of the World :----- Go, let the Coach. be 
made ready; Il! go into the Country, 

Mrs, Goo. Nay, Sir, | know my Preſence has al- 
ways been uneaſy to you: Day and Night you are 
from me, or if ever you come home, 'tis vit an 
aking Head, and heavy Heart, which 647 ria only las 
Charms enough to cure. This in the fi:ſt Tear of cur 
Marriage! nay, and to own it! proclaim our own 
Falſhood, and my diſgraceful injury in the Face of the 
World, when 4 alazere too, the Trumpet of all the 
Scandal in the Town, was by to be a V- itneſs, t as 
very diſcreetl/ done, and duubtle;s will be a Secret ic og. 
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Good. Whirr, ---- nay, ſince it is ſo, what the Devil 
Mould I ftrive to ſmother my good Actions ——- Well, 
if you will have it ſo, Madam, Victeria has been my Mi- 
ſtreſs, is my Miſtreſs, and ſhall be my Miſtreſs, and what 
a Pox would you have more? and ſo good-bye to you, 

Enter Sir Noble Clumſey, Caper and Saunter, 

Clum. How's this! who's that ſpeaks diſhonourably 
of my Leve, and Lady that ſhall be, Victoria? Before 
George ſhe's a Queen, and whoever ſays to the contrary, 
I'll firſt make him eat my Sword, and then beat out 
his Teeth with the Hilt of it, 

Caper. Oh! dear Madam, yonder's all the Town in 
Maſquerade; won't you walk in ? they'll be gone if 
they ſee no Company ; Fack Truman, dear Fack, pr'y- 
thee go and take one Frisk : ----as I hope to be ſaved, 
there are three or four of the fineſt Ladies, the deli— 
cateſt ſhaped Women; I am ſure I know 'em all. 

Trum. Sir, I wiſh you good Fortune, but 1 dare not 
venture, you know my Temper; 1 ſhall be very boi- 
Kerous and miſtake em for Whores, tho' if they be 
of your Acquaintance, I know they muſt be of Quality. 

Cafer. I Gad, and ſo they are; but mum for that; --- 
One of 'em is ſhe that gave me this Ring; and the 
other preſented me with a Gold enamelled Watch could 
not coſt leſs than thirty Guineas ;----- Trifles, Jack, 
Which I have the Fortune to meet withal ſometimes. 
Saun. Nay Sir, you muſt not come off ſo --- Victoria 
your Miftreſs! 

Good. Yes Sir, and how are you concern'd in it? 

Saun, Nay Sir, I can be as civil as any Body — 
Victoria your Miſtreſs! 

Good. Sdeath you Coxcomb, mind your ſinging, 
do you hear, and play the Fool by your ſelf, or 

Saun. Sing Sir? ſol can, Fa La Da La La, &c. 
victoria your Miſtreſs! 

Good. Yes Sir, 1 ſay my Miſtreſs. 

Clam. Ounds then draw. 

al. Hold Sir Noble, you are too furious; what's 
the matter ? 


Caper. 
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Caper. Why, how now Saunter ? How doſt do, dear 
Heart, ---- Sir, this Gentleman's my Friend, and 

Good. Was ever Man ſo overwhelmed with Fools 
and Blockheads? Why, you ill-order'd addle-pated, 
wadling Brace of Puppies : ----- You Fool in the firſt 
Place ſing and be fate ----- and you ſlight Graſhopper 
dance and divert me: Dance Sirrah, do you hear ? 

Caper. Dance Sir? and ſo [ think I can Sir, and 
fence, and play at Tennis, and make Love, and fold 
up a Billet-doux, or any thing better than you Sir : 
Dance quoth a ---- there Sir. 

Mrs. Good. Nay Sir Noble, not only ſo, but own'd 
and boaſted of it to my Face: Told me — 

Clum. Soul of my Honour, tis unpardonable; and 
111 eat his Heart for it. 

Good. Dear Raw-head and Bloody-bones, be patient 
a little, ---- See, ſee you Beagles, Game for you, freſh 
Game; that great Towſer has ſtarted it already; on, 
on, on, halloo, halloo, halloo. 

[ Thruſts em at his Wife, and Exit. 

L. Squeam. But dear Mr, Caper, Maſqueraders did 
you ſay? Tl ſwear I'll among 'em; ſhall I not have 
your Company? Oh! dear Maſqueraders! III vow I 
can ſtay no longer, Exit haſtily. 

Val. Curſe on her, ſhe's gone and has prevented 
me; Caper, Saunter, did you not hear my Lady call 
you? She's gone to the Maſqueraders, for ſhame fol- 
low her; ſhe'll take it ill you did not wait on her, 
Saun. Faith Cater, and ſo ſhe will. Well I am re- 
ſolv'd to marry Victoria for fear of the worſt : ——— 
Madam, your moſt devoted Servant: I hope our Dif- 
ference with Mr. Goodui'e to Night 

Mrs. Good. Dear Sir, it needs no Excuſe, 

Caper. My Reſentments, Madam 

Trum. You are too ceremonious, Gentlemen, and 
my Lady will fear ſhe has loſt you. 

Cafer, Dear Fack, as | told thee before, I muſt bring 
thee acquainted with thoſe Ladies, 

| "Sp 


Sau. 
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aun. P:"ythee put on a Maſque, and come among 


us, Jack, Faith do, 
Trum. Sirs, I'll wait on you in a Mement, 
Both, Dear Soul adieu, { Embracing him. 
[Exeunt Singing and Dancing, 

Trum. Theſe Coxcombs, Madam, came in a good 
Time; they were never ſeaſonable before. 

Mrs, Good, Diſeaſes and Viſitations are neceſſary 
fometimes to ſweep away the noiſom Crouds that infeſt 
and incumber the World. 

Mal. As, | often ſaid I muſt publiſh, I muſt ſpread; 
and ſo good-b'ye to you. Exit. 
Enter Lettice. 

Let, Oh! Madam, yonder's my Maſter raving for his 
Coach: Says he'll into the Country preſently : Has given 
order to diſperſe the Company; what will you do? 
Mrs, Goes, Let him go, 'twere pity wo hinder him: 
Ha, ha, ha, into the Country? I'd as ſoon be; 
lie ve he would turn Capuchin. | 
Tram. But, Madam, it was inhumanly done, to 
come your ſelf upon him: One would have thought 


that | had uſed him bad enough, for the wiſe Miſtake 
he made of Victoria. | 


Mrs. Gosd. I would not have miſs'd it for the World. 


Now would he come on his Knees for Compoſition; 
und i 1 do not bring him to it within theſe four 
Hours | 
Trum. Why Madam, what will ye do? 
Mrs Good, Put on all the notorious AﬀeRations and 
ridiculous Impertinences that ever the moſt eminent 
of our Sex have ſtudy'd, or the Coxcombs of your Sex 
admir'd; then of a ſudden ſeem to grow fond of both 
thote cliucant Fools, which I am ſure he of all Things 
lothes; yet do it too ſo forc'dly, that he himſelf ſhall 
find it only intended to give him Vexation, 
rum. Have you then maliciouſly deſigned, in ſpite 
of Nature, to keep me conſtant? 
Mrs. Good, Which you will be ſure to be, 


Trum. 
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Trum. A dozen new freſh young unſeen Beauties, 
and the Devil himſelf in the Rear of 'em, cannot 
make me otherwiſe ; I never really lov'd or liv'd till 
now. There i nothing I'd not wiſh to be, except 
the very Husband himſelf, rather than loſe you, 

Enter Valentine am Camilla. 

Val. Jact Trumun ! 

Trum. Well Ned, what's the matter? 

Val. Treaſon, Iuman; your being here with Mrs, : 
Go:dvite I fear is diſcovered; I heard ſome ſuch Thing : 
Whifper'd among the Vaſqueraders, and Gdodvile him- , 
ſelf ſeems ſuddenly alter'd; I wonld adviſe you to 

| come and ſhew your ſelf, and make the beſt on't. 
| Mrs. Good. Let me alone; I'll fecure all, I'Il warrant 
| | you; I'm ſure he can have no poſitive Proofs : I'll in- 
ſtantly go and put all things i in a Confuſion, contradict 


all the Orders he has given for going into the Country; 
mut up my ſelf in my Chamber, and not hear a Word 

Y of him till he comes upon Submiſſion; . Letrice, follow 
me to my Chamber preſently. (Exit. 
1 Trum. Right exquifire Woman and Wife, good 
e Luck attend thee! [Ex. 


Tet, Well, my Lady certainly of a young Lady knows 

l. er Bulineſs, and underſtands the managing of a Hus- 
band the beſt of any Woman in the World: PII (wear - 

r | The is an ingenious Perſon: Forty Ladies now, at ſuch 

anAccident, would have been hurry'd and afraid; 4nd the 

poor Waiting Voman muſt have been ſent forward aud 


d I backward, and barkward and forward to hearken and 
it F inquires but ſhe ſhews all her Changes in a Motion: * 
"BY 3% : Enter Goodvile. 
h } Good, How now, Lettice? Where's your Lady 2 
[ps- Let, Withſn, Sir, in her Chamber. 
1 4 Good. Are you ſure of it: 

Tet. She commanded me to follow her thither but noty. 
8 Good, Is ſhe alone there? 


! Tet, Ay Sir, 1'll a hen ſhe ſeldom difires Com- 
W pany Bur I mul haſten and follow her. 
Ns Go0d. 
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Good. Stay a little, are ye ſure ſhe was in the Houſe, 


| before this Diſturbance happen'd in the Garden? 


Let. Sure Sir! why I my ſelf was at the Chamber Win- 
dow with her, when firſt ſhe heard you exclaim againſt 
Madam Vittoria! Poor Creature, I was afraid ſhe would 
have fallen down dead on the Floor: I catch'd her in my 
Arms, begg'd her on my Knees not to run out; but ſhe 
would hear nothing but in ſpite of Force broke from me, 


and came hither with all that Impatience andRage the too 


ſenſibleReſentment of yourUnkindneſs had rais'd in her, 

Good. Get you in preſently, do you hear; and take 
no notice of what I have ſaid to you, as you tender 
your Well-being, 

Let. Yes Sir; — but if I conceal a Word of it, may 1 
never ſerve London Lady again, bat be condemn'd to 
be a Country Chamber-Maid, and kill Fleas as long as 
I live. [Ex, 

Good. If I ſhould have been in the wrong all this 
while, and miſtaken my own dear Wife for Victoria! 
Ah! Curſe on this hot Head of mine! Pox on't, it is 
impoſſible! Yet that miſchie vous Rogue Malagene was all 
the while in the Garden, and he has been at his Doubts 


and Ambiguities, ard May-be's with me; By this 


Light I am a Cuckold, an arrant rank ſtinking Cuckold. 
Enter Victoria. 

Vi, What will become of me! whither ſhall I fly 
to hide my Misfortune? Oh! that I might never ſee the 
Light again, but be for ever conceald in theſe Shades. 

Good, Dear Victoria, is't you? be free with me; were 


you really in the Garden before to Night, or no? 


Viet. J have not been out of the Houſe ſince it was 
dark till this Minute, nor had I come hither now, but 
that J am deſtitute where to conceal my ſelf from the 
malicious Eyes and Tongues of thoſe, to whom your 
Baſeneſs has given an Opportunity of triumphing over 
my Misfortune and ruin'd Honour, 

Good. Be not ſo outrageous; VII reconcile all yet. 

ict. Which Way is't poſſible? By to morrow Morn- 


ing your very Footmen will have it in their Mouths ; 


and 


WI PRI MA ae ig ora ch 
3 8 A F 


la nw „ Aa 


Friendſhip in Faſhion. 97 


and Malagene, that keeps an Office of Intelligence for 
all the Scandal in Town, will be ſpreading it among 
his Coffee houſe Companions, and at the Play whiſper 
it to the Orange Women, who ſhall make a fulſom 
Jeſt of it to the next Coxcomb that comes in half 
drunk to loll and play, and be nauſeouſly leud with 
em in publick. 

Good, 1 tell thee it ſhall not be; Malagene's my 
Creature, or at leaſt henceforth I'll make him ſo: I 
have Reaſons for it, and to believe alſo that my Wife, 
my own delicate damn'd Wife, was th: ſame I miſtook 
for you in the Garden to Night, 

Vict. Tis true, | was at the ſame Time to ſee for 
her in her Chamber, and ſhe was not there ; but can- 
not believe her in the leaſt guilty of what you ſeem 
to accuſe her of, 

Geod, Confound her !---ſhe's an exquiſite Jilt, the. 
row-pac'd, and practis'd in all the cunning Arts and 
Slights of Falſhood : *Sdeath how I could mince her! 
But here comes Malageze, he knows all, and Ill make 
him confeſs all, or I'll murder him. 

| Enter Malagene, 

Well, Sir, what ſay you to this Matter? 

Mal. Faith, Bully, I think my dear Kinſwoman has 
maul'd you to ſome purpoſe ; I'll ſay this for her, ſhe 
has the true Elood of the Malagenes in her: To lol 
dara lol, exc. 

Good. What is't you mean, Fool? Be plain and 
unſold your felt. 

Mal. Why, you muſt know, Frank, having a parti- 
cular Eſteem for my Family, (the neareſt Relation of 
which 1 would go fifty Miles to ſee hang'd) I do think 
her as very a---But no more, Mum dear Heart, Mum 


I ſay. | 
Good. What's that you ſay, Sir? what doyou think 
my Wife? 


Mal. Ay what, Frank ? what now? 
Good, Nay, Sir, that you mult reſolye me. 
: D 5 Mak; 


82 Friendſhip in Faſhion, 

Mal. Why then I'll tell thee, Fran; doſt thou real - 
ly think 1 love thee? 

Good, 1 know you'll ſay ſo, Sir, becauſe you feat 
me. 

Mal. Then priythee do ſo much gz lend me ten 
Guineas for a Day or two. 

R Good. Oh Sir to the purpoſe, to the purpoſe ; be 
rief, 
Mal. Nay then, Mum I ſay again, 

Good. Will you never leave vexing me with your 
Impertinence? Muſt I always be forc'd to uſe you 
ill, to bring you to good Manners ? 

Mal. Faith Child, 1 am loth to make Miſchief; I 
have been a very wicked ill- natur'd impudent Fellow, 
that's the Truth on't ; but I find I loſe my ſelf by 
it; the very Poets themſelves that were wont to ſtand 
in awe of me, care not a louſe for me now; aud 
there's not a common Whore in 'Town, but calls me 
Rogue and Raſcal to my Face, as impudently as if I 
were her Pimp, 

Good. Therefore, Sir, reſolve to turn honeſt; and 
be juſt to your Friend. | 

Mal. The Devil take me, Frank, if thou art not 4 
very impertinent Fellow ---Know! why, who ſhould 
know better than your ſelf? ha! 

Good, Here are five Guineas for you, upon Condi- 
tion you make a full and true Relation of all you have 
diſtover'd this Night. 

Mal. I'll do't; down with your Duſt, 

Good. What will not this Rakehell do to borrow 
Money? 1 knew him make Love to a Chamber-Maid 
till he had borrow'd Five Pounds of her at half a 
Crown a time. 

Mal. Well, Frank Gordvile, you may think as you 
pleaſe of me; but hang me like a Dbg if 1 am not a 
very honeſt Fellow in my Heart :-----You would have 
me deal freely with you, you ſay, in this Buſineſs? 

Gced. I Would fo, Sir, or I ſhall deal very roughly 
with ycu, NE V Mal. 
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Mal. And you lent me theſe five Guioeds to that 
purpoſe ? 
|  Gbod, You are much in the right, Str. 

Mal. Then to make ſhort of the Matter; thou art as 
atrant a poor [illy Cuckold as one would wiſhto drink 
withal, and confound me if I Hall hot be aſham'd of 
thy Company. h N 

Good. Confounded Whore! ---- Oh for a Legion of 
Devils to hurry her to Hell, and that I had but the 
driving of *em. | 

Mal, Nay, nay, Man, ſince *tis ſo, never be angry 
for the Matter, What a Pox, you thought to put the 
Miſtreſs upon Truman! Truman has put the Cuckold 
upon you; Va'entine has been Pimp in the Buſineſs , 
and the Devil take me if 1 don't think my ſelf the 
honeſteſt Fellow amongſt you. 

Vit. Now, Sir, conſider what a wretched thing you 
made me. | 

Cood, No more ; I'm thine, and here I ſeal my 
Heart to thee for ever. 

Mal. Well, Frank, can I ſerye' thee any further in 
this Buſineſs ? 

Good. That, Sir, is as time ſhall try: And to con- 
vince you how fit I think you for my Purpoſe, L 
know you are a Raſcal not to be truſted: Therefore 
obſerve it, if you offer to ſtir beyond the Limits L 
ſet you, at that very inſtant I'll murder you. 

Mal. Pr'ythee talk not to me of Limits and Miirder- 
ing. I hope you take me Sir (under the Roſe) for no 
Fool: And what a Pox do you think to make of me: 

God. A Spaniel to hunt and ſet the Game I mean is 
take: O! Malagene, theie will be Miſchief, Ma agene, 
and new ripe freſh candal to treat of: I know it is 
an Office thou lov'ſt, and therefore do it to-oblige: 
thee, 

Mal. T'faith, and ſo I do with all my Heart: But 
Fran, I don't know how this Buſineſs will be brought 
about well : I haye promis d to meet rwo or three: 


heart 
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hearty old Souls to morrow at Dinner, to {wear and 
drink, and talk Baudy and Treaſon together for an 
Hour or two ; they are all Atheiſts, and very honeſt 
Fellows. | 

Good, O Sir, you may be hang'd in good time : But 
for this preſent occaſion I muſt uſe you: Victoria, do 
you with all your utmoſt Art diſſemble but the leaſt 
Knowledge of what has happen d to Night: And Sir, 
do you keep ſtill that lying ſneering ugly merry Face 
which you always wear when you deſign Miſchief: 

pretend this Morning to purſue my Deſign of going 
into the (ountry; then when they are in the height 
of th ir Pleaſures and Aſſurance of their Safety, re- 
win and ſurprize em. 

Viet. But do you believe, Sir, that you can utterly 
abandon all Senſe of your paſt Love and Tender neſs 
for a Woman who has been ſo dear to you? You 
will be apt to relapſe again. 

Good. I will ſooner return to my Vomit : I am 
rather glad of the Occaſion to be rid of ſo troubleſom 
uneaſy a burden: A Wife after a Year, like a Garment 
that has been worn too long, hangs looſe and 


D 
aukwardly on a Man, and grows a Scandal to him 


that wears it, 

Viff, tut can you then reſolye to quit and diſown 
her for ever? 

C 00d, For ever, my Victoria!“ No more, but ſtraight 
go to thy Chamber, and wait for the happy Iſſue,----- 
You Sir keep cloſe to me. Quit her! as chearfully as 
I would a Shoe that wrings me, Then how looſely 
fhall I move, 


Free and unbounded taſte the Sweets of Life! 
Leve where I pleaſe, and know no more the Strife 
That's bred by that d. meſtick Plague call'd Wife. 

[ Exeunt, 
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SCENE, Victoria's Chamber. 
Enter Victoria. 


Vit, N OW TI am ſatisfy'd I muſt be wretched ! Oh 

Love! Unhappy Womens Curſe, and Mens 
light Game to paſs their idle time at; I find too in 
my felf the common Companion of Infamy, Malice, 
Has Goodwiie's Wife ever wrong'd me? Never. Why 
then ſhould I conſpire to betray her? No, let my Re- 
venge light wholly on that falſe perjur'd Man; as he 
has deceiv'd. and ruin'd me, I'll play falſe with him, 
make my ſelf privy to his whole Heſign of ſurprizing 
Truman and his Wife together: Then like a true Mi- 
ſtreſs betray his Counſels to her, that ſhe like a true 
Wife may ſpite of his Teeth deceive him quite, and 
ſo I have the pleaſure of ſeeing him a ſeal'd ſtigma- 
tiz'd fond believing Cuckold, *twill at leaſt be ſome 


| eaſe to me. Here he comes equipp'd and prepar'd 


for the pretended Journey. 
Enter Goodvile and Boy, 

Gord, Go bid the Coachman haſten, and get all 
things ready; I am uneaſy till I am gone. 'Tis time 
we were ſet out. 

The Iolves have frey'd ; and look, the gentle Day, 

Befere the IWh:e's of Phoebus, all abou; 

Da'tples the drouſy Faſt with Spots of Gray. 

Wife! adieu dear Wife. Ah my Victoria, up already? 
ſo diligent to wiſh me a happy Journey? Certainly 
my good Angel is like thee, and whenſoever I err 


mutt meet me in thy Shape, and with ſuch Softneſs 


ſmile and dire& me, 
Viet, As thoſe whom Will with Wiſp bewitches 
Jure I ogs, thro Hedges, and thro' Ditches, 
Good. No, thou haſt led me out of the crooked 
froward Road of Matrimony. into the pleaſant eaſy 
Path 
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Path of Loye, where I ean neyer loſe my way, and 
muſt be always happy. But where's Malazene? 

Vict. Below with Sir Noble, Whilſt the Butler was 
aſleep, they ſtole the Key from him: And there they 
are With the fat red-fac'd Fidler that plays upon the 
Baſe, fitting croſs-leg'd upon the Floor, ſtripp'd to 
their Shirts, and drinking Baudy Healths, 

Good, That fulſom Rogue will ruin all our Buſineſs, 

See here what I have diſcoyer'd ; juſt now in the 
private Corner of a Window, (a place I ſuppoſe a 

ointed for the purpoſe) 1 found this Biller : to — 
Weet Wife, | 
Reads. F Goodvile goes out of Town this Morning, 
let me know it, that I may wait 0n you, and tell 
you the reſt of my Heart, for you do not know 
L how much I love you yet. Truman, 
Now if I am not a Cuckold, let any honeſt Wittal 
judge, ha, ha, ha, How it pleaſes me! Blood! Fire! 
and Daggers! | 

Vick. But, Sir, What do you reſolve on? 

Good. As 1 told thee, inſtantly to pretend a Journey 
ont of Town, and return 4 ſurprize em; for 1 
am ſure they'll not be long aſunder when I am out 
of the Way: Oh! this Billet is a very honeſt Billet, 
and I know won't lye. But why ſhould 1 ſpend my 
time in talking of what but vexes me, when Pleaſures 
art ſo near me? Come my Victoria, take me to thy 
Arms, a Moment's Joy with thee would ſweeten Years 
of Cares. The Devil--- | 

5 Enter Mrs. Goodvile and Lettice. 

Mrs. Geo. Good Morning to you, Sir. 

Good, Good Night to vou, Madam. 

Mrs. Good. How ſo, Str? | 

Good. Why good Night, or good Morrow tis all 
on:; Ceremony is the leaſt thing I take care of: 
Jou fee I am buſy. | 

| Mrs, Geod. ] mult confeſs, conſidering the humble 
Duty of a Wife, 'tis ſomething rude in me to inter- 
rups 


] 
= 
{ 
1 


Friendſhip in Fuſbion. 87 


rupt you; but I hope when you know my Inten- 


tions, you'll pardon me. They were only to take 


& civil Leave of you: I fin! you are preparing for 
the Country, Sir, | 

Good. Ay ! a little Air will be very ſeafonable at 
preſent, Madam; I ſhall grow rank elſe, and all the 
Company I keep will ſmell me out. | 

Mrs. Good, Oh! what Joy will fill each neighbouring 
Village, to hear our Landlord's Honour's coming down, 
The Bells ſhall jangle out of Tune all Day ; and at 
Night the Curate of the Hamlet comes in the Name 
of the whole Pariſh to bid his Patron welcome into 
the Country, and invite himſelf the next Lord's Day 
to Dinner, . 

Good. I am glad to ſee you ſo pleaſant, Madam. 

Mrs. Good, Then the next Morning out Tenant's 
dainty Daughter is ſent with a Preſent of Pippins e 
the largeſt Size, cull'd by the good old Drudge her 
Mother, which ſhe delivers with 4 Curt'fy, and 
bluſhes in expectation of what his Worſhip will 
beſtow upon her. 

Good. Oh Madam, let not any Thoughts of that 
nature diſturb you; I ſhall leave all my wanton In- 
clinations here, and only pleaſe my ſelf when 1 am 
there ſometimes to contemplate your Lady ſhip's Picture 
in the Gallery. 

Mrs. Gobd, Then come the Country Squires, and 
their Dogs, the cleanlier ſort of Creatures of the 
two : Straight we're invited to the noble Hunt; and 
not a Deer in all the Foreſt's ſafe. 

Good. No Madam: No horned Beaſt ſhall ſuffer for 
my Pleaſure: I am lately grown a Philoſopher, Ma- 
dam, and find, we ought not to hurt our Fellow 
Creatures. 

Mrs. Geod. What is the Reaſon that you uſe me thus > 

God What is't | would not do to purchaſe Quietnels ? 
Your injurivus Suſpicions of me were intolerable, but 


the Wrongs your Jealouſy has done Yitforia=-- 


Mrs. Good, I jealous of Victoria! No, Tho" my rs 
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laſt Night made me extravagant, when I diſcover'd you 
wich that naughty Lady Squeamiſh, which I can eaſily 
forgive, if you'll but promiſe to forget her : For I am 
confident it was your firſt Tranſgreſſion. 

Good. Very quaint and pretty, 

Mrs. Good. Yet I am too well ſatisfy'd of Victoria's 
Virtue, for ſhe's my Friend; and tho' I ſhou'd ſee her in 
your Arms, I cou'd not harbour ſuch a Thought. No, 
Vittoria, you mult love me, and ll love you; you ſhall 
call me your Love, and Il call you my Dear, and weill 
always go to the Play together, and to the Park toge- 
ther, and every where together; and when Mr. Good. 
vile's out of Town, we'll li- together, 

Enter Servant, 

Serv. Sir the Coach is ready. 

Good, You think, Madam, you have a fine eaſy Fool 
to play withal, but the Gayneſs of your Face is too 
thin to hide the Rancour of your Heart; and ſo my 
dear jocund witty Devil Wife, 1 take my leave of you, 
neyer more from this Miaute to look on you. 

Mrs. Good. Are you then inexorable ? Relentleſs, 
cruel Man! 

Good, Good eaſy melting kind-hearted Woman, 
farewel, , [Extt. 

Mrs. Good. Ah wretched me! 

Ict. My Lady ſwoons. Dear Madam Victoria, haſten 
and bring my Maſter back again ; you can do any 
thing with him, [Ex. Victoria. 

Mrs. Good, No, no, Lettice / Let him alone, art 
thou ſure he's gone ? 

Let. 1 hope ſo, Madam, 

Mrs. Good, Then ſo ſoon as J am return'd to my Cham- 
ber, be ſure you go your ſelf to Mr. Truman, and tell him 
if he has nothing elſe to do he may come hither to Day. 

Enter Victoria. | 

Vict. There is no prevailing with him, he cries aloud 
his Houſe is infected, and that no Man that values 
his Health will ſtay in it, My Lady Squeamiſh 

too 
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too is arriv'd juſt as he left the Door; I am ſure ſhe'll 


come in; will you ſee her, Madam ? 


Mrs. Good, Oh I am ſick at the very Name of her; 
Let all the Doors be barr'd againſt her, and Gun- 
powder under each Threſhold-place, ready to blow 
her up, if ſhe but offer an Entrance, Lettice, lend me 
your Hand a little: I'll to my Chamber inſtantly : Oh 
my Head [Fx. with Let, 

Vict. This Management of hers ſo charms me, 
that I can almoſt forget all the Miſchief ſhe has done 
me: tis true ſhe reproach'd me, but 'twas done ſo 
handſomly, that I doubly deſery'd it to have taken no- 
tice of it, 

Enter Lady Squeamiſh. 

L. Squeam. Oh, dear Vifferia, what will become of 
me ! I am loſt and undone for ever : Oh | ſhall die, 
I ſhall die! the Lord of my Heart, the Jewel of my 
Soul is falſe to me. 

Vi, What ails your Ladyſhip? Surely ſhe's di- 
ſtrated, 

L. Squeam. Oh Goodvile, Goodvile! the falſe, cruel, 
remorſeleſs Good vile! I came juſt as his Coach was 
parting from the Door, yet he would not ſpeak to 
me, would hardly ſee me, but away he drove, and 


ſmiling mock'd my Sorrows. 


Viet. Alas! her Lady ſnip is paſſionate, as 1 live 
very paflionate. Aſide. 

L. Squeam. So Theſeus leſt the wretched Aria ine on 
Shore; ſo fled the falſe Æueas from his Dido. 

Vi4. What could? you expect leſs of him, Madam! 
Falſhood is his Province: Your Ladyſhip ſhould haye 
made choice of a civil, ſober, diſcreet Perſon ; but 
Goodwile you know is a Spark, a very Spark. 

L. Squeam. That has been my Ruin; it was there- 
fore 1 adore him: What Woman would doat on a 
dull melancholy Aſs, becauſe ſhe might be ſure of 
him ? No, a Spark is my Life, my Darling, the Joy of 
my Soul, Oh how 1 doat on a Spark! I could ” 
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and die with a Spark. Victoria, I make you a Con- 
fident, and you muſt pardon me for robbing you of 
Mr. Goodvits: Come, come, I know all, 

Vi. Your Ladyſhip knows more than all the World 
beſides, | 

L. Squsam. And as I was ſaying, A Spark is the 
deareſt thing to me in the World; I have had Ac. 
quaintance I think with all the Sparks, Well; one of 
em that you know was a ſweet Perfon ; Oh he danc'd, 
and ſung, and dreft to a Miracle, and then he ſpoke 
French as if he had been bred all his Life-time at Pa. 
ris, and admir'd eyery thing that was French: Beſides, 
he would look ſo languiſhingly, and liſp ſo prettily 
when he talk'd ; and then never wanted Diſcourſe : 
I'll ſweat he has entertain'd me two Hours together 
with the Deſcription of an Equipage. 

Vic. That muſt needs be very charming. 

L. Squeam. But Mr. Goodvile has a Wit too: Oh 1 
never had a Wit before, for to ſpeak Truth, now I 
think on't better, all my Lovers have been a little 
fooliſh I'll ſwear, ha, ha, ha! 

(Sir Noble and Mal. at the Door drunk, 

Mal. Scour, ſcour, ſcour, 

Clum. Down goes the Main-maſt, down, down, 
[They enter.] Malagene, roar, roar, and raviſh, here are 
Punks in beaten: Sattin, Sirrahz Termagant, trium- 
phant, firſt-rate Punks, you Rogue. 

Vit, How came theſe Ruffians here? 

Clum. Ruffians! do you know who you talk to, 
Madam? I am a civil, ſober, diſcreet Perſon, and 
come particularly to embrace thy lovely Body. 

Mal. Look you, Madam, make no Noiſe about this 
Matter. This is a Perſon of Quality and a Friend of 
mine, therefore pray be civil. 

L. Squeam. Has Mr. Good vile left no Footmen at 
home to cudgel ſuch Fops ? Fogh . how like 
drunken Journey-men Taylors they look? 

Mal, Journey-men, Madam! hold there! none of 
your 
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your Ladyſhip's Journey-men, that's one Cornfort ! 
Woe to the poor Devil that is, I ſay, 

L. Squeam. Were Mr. Goodvile at home yon durſt 
not talk thus, you ſcandalous Fellow. 

Mal. Geodvile, ſay you hark you, my Dear, 
were he here in Perſon, I would firſt of all decently 
kick him out of Doors, then turn up thy Keel and 
diſcover here to thy Kinſman what a leaky Veſlel 
thou art. 

Clam. Why, what is that Good vile? will he wreſtle? 
or will he box for Fifty Pound ? Look you, this Fel- 
low is my Pimp. "Tis true, his Conntenafice is none 
of the beſt : But he's a neat Lad, and keeps good 
Company. 

Mal. Hark you, Knight; you'll bear me out in this 
Buſineſs, Knight: For under the Roſe, I have Appre- 
henſion, that this Carcaſe of mine may ſuffer elſe. 

Clum. No more of that Rogue! no more, Take 
notice, good People, this civil Perſon ſhall marry 
my Siſter; ſhe is a pretty hopeful Lady Tral 
ſhe is not full thirteen! ---- but ſhe has had two Chil. 
dren already, Odd's heart, 

Pal. Ridiculous Oaf! 

Clam, Come, let us talk Baudy, 

Vict. 111 call thoſe fhall talk with you preſently, 

[Exit Via. 


Cium. Wheugh —— fhe's gone. 

L. Squeam. Beaſt ! Brute! Barbarian! Sot ! 

Clum. Oh law! my Aunt! what have 1 done now? 
Madam, as I hope to be ---- 

[ Runs againſt her, and almoſt beats her backward. 

L. Sguceam. Oh help! Lam murder'd! O my Head! 

Clam, Nay, Lady, that was no Fault of mine: You 
ſhall ſee ll keep my diſtance, and, (as I was ſay- 


ing) if I have offended ---- 


[ Reels againſt a Table and throws down a China 
Far, and ſeveral little China Diſhes. 


L. Squeam. 
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L. Squeam. O inſufferable! quickly, quickly, a Por- 
ter and Basket to carry out this Swine to a Dunghil. 
Clum. Look you, Madam, no Harm! no Harm! 
you ſhall ſee me behave my ſelf notably yet - as 
for Example --- ſuppoſe now --- ſuppoſe this Door. 
| Goes to the Door, 
Very well ; thus then I move, --- 
| [Steps forward and leaves his Peruke on 
one of the Hinges. 
Ha, who was that ? Rogues! Dogs! Sons of Whores! 
Enter Servants. . 

1 Serv. Such as we are, Sir, you ſhall find us at 
your Service, 

Clum. Murder, Murder, Murder ! ---- 

Mal. Where there is ſuch Odds, a Man may with 
Honour retire and ſteal off. [ Fxit Mal, 
Enter Caper and Saunter. 

Caper. Where is this Raſcal? this Coxcomb » this 
Fop ? how dare you come hither, Sir, to affront 
Ladies and Perſons of Quality: 

Clum. Sir, your humble Servant: did you ſee my 
Periwig ? 


Caper. Sir, you are an Aſs; and never wore Peri- 


wig in your Life: Iernié, what a Buſh of Briars and 

Thorns is here? The Mane of my Lady Squeamiſh s 

Shock is a Chedreux to it. 

, Clum. Why, Sir, I know who made it, He was an 
honeſt Fellow and a Barber, and ene that lov'd Mu- 

ſick and Poetry. 

Saun, How, Sir! 

Caper. But, Sir, come cloſe to the Buſin:ſs : How 
durſt you treat Ladies ſo rudely as we ſaw you but 
now? Anſwer to that, and tell not us of Muſick and 
Poetry, | 

Clum. Why, he had all Weſtminſter Drollery and 
Oxferd Jeſts at his Fingers Ends. And for the Cittern, 
if every Trey Town were a Tune, he maſter'd it up- 
on that Inſtrument, when he was our Butler in the 

Country: 
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„ Country: An old Maid of my Grandmother's took 
great Delight in him for it. 

Saun. But, Sir, this is nothing to our Buſineſs, 
Cam. Buſineſs! hang Buſineſs! I hate a Man of 
Buſineſs: If you'll drink or whore, break Windows 
Jor commit Murder, I am for you. 
| Caper. Sir, will you fight? 


W 


N 


5 g Clam. Fight! with whom ? for what? 
| Cafer. With me. 
' f Saun. With me. 
I Clum. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart; I love Fighting, 
dir. 
; Saun. Ay, Sir, will you fight? do you think you 
dare fight? 
\ | Clum. Why, you ſweet perfum'd Jeſſamine Knaves ! | 
I you Rogues in Buckram| were there a Doz n of you f 


I'd beat you out of your artificial Sweetneſs into your 
own natural Rankneſs. You Stinkards! ſhall 1 draw 


if WER 7, 


; my Cerberus and cut you off, you gaudy Popinjays ? ; 
Cadet. This Fellow's mad, Saurter/ ſtark mad, by 

; {| Jerico: Dear Knight, how long haſt thou been in this 
Þ| Fickle? this Condition, Knight? hah ? 

I Clum, WhatPickle? what Condition, you Worms? 


| daun. Ay, ay, 'tis ſo, the poor Devil muſt to Bellam : i 
> _Þ| Bedlam, Knight, the Madman's Hoſpital, * 
| Clam, What will become of you, then, you Ver- | 
I min? There's never an Hoſpital for Fools yet; Mercy | 
Jon me if there were! how many handſom Fellows 
Jin this Town might be provided for! i 

[ Fiddles play within. g 

Cater. Hey-day, Fiddles bi 

I San. Madam Goodvile hearing we were here, hath | 1 

| ©] ſent for 'em on purpoſe to regale us. 

Enter Mrs. Goodvile, Lady Squeamiſh with the Fiddles : 

= playing, Saunter fals to ſing the Tune with em, aud | 

* Caper dances to it. Lettice. | F 

| Mrs, Good. Let my S:rvants take care that all the 

Doors ſtand open: Ill have Entrance deny'd to oo 
. 00 
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Fool in Town. Mr. Caper and Mr. Saunter here? then 


we can never want Company, Come, Madam, let us 


begin the Revels of the Day; I long to enjoy the 


Freedom I am Miſtreſs of. Lettics try your Voice. 


L. Squeam. Oh, Madam! this gallant Spirit raviſnes 
me. Dear Mr. Caper, you and Mr, Saunter were born 
to be happy! Madam Goodvile has reſolv'd to ſacri- 
fice this ay to Fleaſure —— what ſhall we do with 


our ſelves ? 
Caper. Do, Madam! We'll dance for ever. 
L. Squcam. Oh ay dance, | 
Saun. And ling. 

L. Squerm. And ſing. 
Both. And love. 


L. Squeam, Oh ay, love! but Madam Goeduile, have 
you reſolv d to wear the Willow, and be very melan- 
choly --- ha, ha, ha--- Fiddles! where are you? I can- 


not endure you out of my ſight. 


Mrs. Gad. Willow! hang it, give it to County 
Girls that figh for Clowns; and Melancholy is a | 
Diſeaſe for Bankrupt Beauty: I have yet a Stock of 
Youth and Charms, unſully'd by the Hands of Age or 


Care. 
And whi'e that laſts, what Woman would. deſpair ? 
Clam, In the mean time I'll ſcout out for a Poxy 


of my Acquaintance hard by, return in Triumph, and 


let Vicloria go hang and deſpair. [Sings 
To love is a Pleaſure divine, 
Yet I'll never ſigh nor be ſad: 
They: are Coxcombs that languiſn and pine, 
So long as Whores are to be ha. - To daroll, darol ia. 


L. Sau am. O ſecure that deform'd Monſter, that 


Rebel of mine: Fellows, take care of him, and keep 


him up till I talk with him, and make him ſenſible 


of his Enormities. | 
Clum, Slaves, avaunt! if my Lady will have it ſo, I'll 


walk ſoberly into the Garden, and conſider of what is 
palt. Ta love is a Pleaſure, &c. Ex. Clum. 
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Mre. Good, Lectice ? 
Let. Madam. 
Mrs. Goad. Is Mr. Truman come? 
Let. He'll be here preſently, Madam, 
Enter Page with a Letter. 
Page. A Letter for your Ladyſhip. 
Mrs. Good. Who brought it? 
Page. A Porter brought it to the Door, Madam: But 


ſaid he had no Orders to ſtay for an Anſwer, ¶ Ex. Page. 


Mrs. Good, A Woman's Hand, 
Reads. Mr. Goodvile s Journey out of Town is but 4 


Pretince: He is jealous of y'u and Mr. Truman, you will. 


find him anon return'd in hotes to ſurtrixe you together. 
Tho he has truſted me with the Secret, and oblig d me to aſ- 
ſiſt him tu it; yet I uld endeavour by this Diſcovery to 
perſuade you that 1 am your real Servant, Victoria. 

Poſtſcript. Beware of Malagene, for he's appointed 

the Spy te betray you. 

This is generouſly done, Victoria, and I'll ſtudy to 
deſerve it- of thee: Now if I plague not this wiſe 
jealous Husband of mine, let all Wives curſe me, and 
Cuckolds laugh at me! Fiddles, lead in! Mr. Caper 
and Mr, Saunter, pray wait on my Lady, and enter- 
tain her a little; I'll follow you preſently. 

L. Squeam. Come, Mr, Caper, will you walk? 

Caper. A Coranto, Madam ? 

L. Squeam. Ay, ten thouſand, ten thouſand, Mr, Saun- 
ter, I would be always near you two! Oh for a Grove 
now, and a purling Brook with that delightful charm- 


ing Voice of yours! Come, let us walk and ſtudy 


which way todivert our ſelves, 


Cafer, Allons! for Loye and Pleaſure : By theſe 
Hands — 


Saun. By thoſe Eyes 


L. Sqzeam. Oh no more! no more! I mal be loſt 

in Happineſs | [ E xeunt.' 

Mrs. Good. So, this Conſort of Fools ſhall be the ho- 

rus io my Farce; now all the Malice, III-Nature, _— 
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hood and Hypocriſy of my Sex inſpire me! Lerrice ! 
ſee Camilla be ſent for inſtantly, ſhe ſhall join with 
me in my Reaſon; Mr, Valentine, I ſuppoſe will be 
here with Mr. Truman. 

Enter Mr. Truman, 

Trum. And think you, Madam, he durſt not anſwer 
a fair Lady's Challenge without a Second ? 

Mrs. Good. You would pretend, i'll warrant you, to 
be very ſtout. You Hectors in Love are as arrant 
Cheats as HeQors in Fighting, that bluſter, rant, and 
make a Noile for the preſent; but when they come to 
the Buſineſs, provearrant Paſtards, and good for nothing. 

Trum. But, Madam, you ſhould find I dare do ſome- 
thing, would you but be civil and ſtand your Ground, 

Mrs. Gced. What think you tho' of a Cut-throat 
Husband now behind the Hangings ? what would be- 
come of you then ? 

Trum. Whilſt 1 have ſuch Beauty on my Side, no- 
thing can hurt me, 

Mrs. Good. Then, Sir, prepare your ſelf; Mr. Go d- 
wile is really jealous, and miſtruſts all or more than 
has paſt between us. His Journey out of Town was 
but a Pretence, but we ſhall ſee him inſtantly in Ex- 
pectation to catch us together, 

Trim, Fear him not, Madam, theſe Moles that work 
under Ground are as blind as they are buſy: Let him 
run on in his dull Jealouſy, whilſt we ſtill find new 
Windings out, and loſe him in the Maze. 

Mrs. Geod, Then it you wiſh to preſerve me yours, 
join with me to-day in my Deſign, which is, if poſlible, 


to make him mad, and work him up to the Height of 


furious Suſpicion, and at that Moment when hethinks 
his Jealouſy moſt juſt, baffle him out of it: and let the 
World know how dull a Tool a Husband is, com- 
par'd with that triumphant thing a Wife, and her 
Guardian Angel Lover, 
Trum, But, Mr Gordviie, Madam, has Wit, and ſo 
good an Opinion of it too — 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Good. "Tis that ſhall be his Ruin: Were he a 
Fool he were not worth the Trouble of deceiving. 

Trum. Dear Jewel of my Soul, proceed then aud 
proſper. But what muſt be my Part? 

Mrs, Gecod. To ſecure Malagene. That il!-natur'd 


Villain has betray'd us, and is appointed by Gordvile 


chief Inſtrument in the Diſcovery :: He has Cowardice 


enough to fell his Soul to buy off a Beating : He 
never told Truth enough to be believed once fo long 


as he lives. Get him but in yeur Power, and he 
ſhall own moreVillainies than ever were in his Thoughts 
to commit, or the Neceſlity of our Affair can invent 
to put upon him, 

Trum. And l' be ſure of him, or may I never taſte 
thoſe Lips again, but be condemn'd to caſt Miſtreſſes 
in the Side-Box at the Play-houſe, or what is worſe, 
take up with a Sempſtreſs, and drudge for Cuffs and 
Cravats. 

Enter Malagene. 

Mrs. Good. Here he comes! 

Trum. Oh Monſieur Malagene, welcome! 

Mal. Jack Truman, your humble Servant. 

Trum. Whither ſo faſt, I befeech you, Sir! a Word 
with you, a Word with you, 

Mal. Why, can I do any Thing for thee ? Hat 
thou any Buſineſs for me? Prithee what is it? 

Trum. Sir, you muſt lye for me. 

Mal. Ha, ha, ha. Is that all? 

Trum, Nay, Sir you muſt. | 

Mal. Any Thing in a civil Way or fo, Fac: : but 
nothing upon Compulſion, Lad: Prithee, let me do 
nothing upon Compultion, prithee now. 

rum. Then Sir, to be brief, this is the Bulineſs : 
Goodvile J hear has been inform'd by you of what 
paſt in the Garden laſt Night; how durſt you be 
lo impudent as to pry into my Secrets, where I was 
concern'd? 


Mal. Why look you Fask, Curioſity you know, and a 


J natural Inclination which I have------ 
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Trum. To Pimping. 
Mal. Confound me, Jack, thou art much in the 
right: I believe thou art a Witch. I knew as well, Man-. 

Irum, What did you know? 

Mal. Why 1 knew thee to be an arch Wag, and an 
honeſt Fellow : Ay Rogue, prithee kiſs me : The 
Rogue's out of Humour. 

Trum. No, Sir, I dare not uſe you ſo like a Friend, 

ou muſt deſerve it better firſt. 

Mal. Look you Fack, the Truth of the Buſineſs is, 
I am beſpoke: But the Love I have to ſee the Buſineſs 

o forward may perſuade me to much. 

Trum. Then preſently reſolve entirely to diſown and 
abjure all the Intelligence you gave Goodvzl-, or pro- 
miſe to your ſelf, that wherever next I meet you, Pl! 
cut your Throat upon the Spot. 

Mal. But hark you, Jack, how ſhall I come off with 
the Buſineſs? I ſhall be kick'd and us'd very ſcurvily: 
For the Truth is, I did tell--- 

Trum. What did you tell ? 

Mal. Why, I told him, you Knave. I won't tell, 
you little cunning Cur, I told him all, Man. 

Trum, All Sir? 

Mal, Ay, hang me like a Dog, all. But, Madam, 
you mult pardon me, there was not a Word of it 
true, 

rum. And what do you think to do with your ſelf? 

Mal. Do? why I'll deny it all again, Man, every 
Word of it, as impudently as ever I at firſt affirmed 
it: May be he'll kick me, and beat me, and uſe me 
like a Dog, Man-- - That's nothing at all, Man. I do 


not value it this, | Pulls out a Jew's Trump, and plays. 


Trum. And this, Sir, you'll ſtand to. 

Mal. If I do not, hang me up for a Sign at a Baudy- 
Houſe Door: In the mean Time I'll retire and peruſe 
a young Lampoon, which I am lately the happy 


Father or. 


Trum. Nay, Sir, you are not to flir from me. 
G K te 
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Enter Lettice, 

Let. Oh Madam, ſhift for your ſelf, Madam V:i#7o- 
ria ſent me to tell you that my Maſter is return'd, 
and that he pretends to come a-Maſquerader, 

Mal. Well, ſince it muſt be ſo, i'll deny all in- 
deed : what an excellent Fellow might I have been? 
Some Men now with my Stock of Honeſty, and a little 
more Gravity, would have made a Fortune, Well, I 
have been a lazy Rogue ; aid never knew till now 
that 1 was fit for Euſineſs. 

Mrs, Good, Mr. Geodvile in Maſquerade, ſay you? 

Let. Yes, Madam, and two Women with him; 
Madam, they are juſt now alighted. 

Mrs. Good Women with him! nay then he comes 
triumphantly inde:d, Ar. Truman, do you retire with 
Ma agene. I'il ſtay here and receive this Machia vel in 
Diſguiſe, Now, once more let me invoke all the 
Arts of Aſfectation, all the Revenge, the counterfeit 
Paſſions, pretended Love, pretended Jealouſy, pre- 
tended Rage, and in ſum the yery Genius of my 


Sex to my Aſſiſtance. 


Enter Goodvile and othirs mask'd, 


So! here they come : Now this Throw for all my 
future Peace. Who waits there ? 


Enter Servants. 


Good. Madam, you'll excuſe this Freedom. 
Mrs. Good, You oblige me by uling it: Let all the 
Company know that theſe Neble Perſons of Quality 
have honour'd me with their Preſence : Let the 
Fiddles be ready, and ſee the Banquet prepar'd ; and 
let Mr. Truman come to me inſtantly 3 I cannot live 
a Minute, a Moment without him. 

Geod, Delicate Devil! 

Mrs. Good. Sir | let me beg your Patience for a 


Moment, whilſt 1 go and put Things in order fit for 


your Reception, [= xit, 
Good, Footmen! take care that the Engines which 


| I haye order'd be ready when I call for *em. Truman, 
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I fee, is a Man of punctual Aſſignation; and my Wife 
is a Perſon very adroit at theſe Matters: ſome hot- 
brain'd, Horn- mad Cuckold now would be fer cutting 
of 'Throats ; but I am reſolv'd to turn a civil, ſober 
diſcreet Perſon, and hate Bloodſhed: No, I'll manage 
the Matter ſo temperately, that II} catch her in his 
very Arms, then civilly diſcard her, Bag and Baggage, 
whilſt you my dainty Doxies take Poſſeſſion of her 
Privileges, and enter the Territories with Colours 
flying. 
8 om. And ſhalll keep my Coach, Mr. Ceod vie? 
Good. Ay and fix, my lovely Rampant. Nay, thou 
ſnalt every Morning ſwoop the Exchange in Triumph 
ta ſee what gaudy. Bauble thou canſt firſt grow fond 
of: And after Noon at the Theatre exalted in a Box, 
give Audience to ev'ry trim amorous twiring Fop of 
the Corner, that comes thither to make a Noiſe, hear 
no Play, and ſhow himſelf : thou ſhalt, my Fona 
Riba, 
2 N om. But Mr. Goodvile, what ſhall J do then? 
Good, Oh thou ! thou ſhalt be my more peculiar 
Punk, my Houſe-keeper, my neceſſary. Sin: manage 
all the Affairs of my Eſtate and Family, ride up and 
down in my own Coach, attended by my own Foot- 
men; noſe my Wife where'er you meet, and if I 
had any, breed my Children, Oh, what a delicious 
Life will this be! N 
1 Mom. Hear you, Sir, the Fiddles ? Fiddles without. 
Good. Oh, the Proceſſion's coming, put on you: 
Vizors, and obſerve the Ceremony. 
Ex ter Truman, Mrs. Goodvile, Caper, Saunter, Lady 
Squeamiſh, Camilla, with Fiddle: ; a Letter. 


Mrs. Good, Mr. Caper, Mr Saunter, you are the | 


Life and Soul of all good Company; command me 
any thing, command my Houſe, that and all Freedom 
are yours. 


Caper, Maſques, my Life, my Joy, my Top of f 
Happineſs! Sir, your humble Servant: by your Leave, 
Madam, ſhall you and 1 touſe and tumble together 
in 
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in the Drawing-Room hard by for half an Hour or 
ſo? ha? Cuts. 

Saun. Fa toldara, toldara, exc. Ah Madam, what 
do you wear a Maſque for? Have you never a Noſe, 
or but one Eye? Let me ſee how you are furnifh'd. 

2 Vem. Sir, if I want any thing, 'tis to be doubted 
vou cannot Tupply me. | 

Good. So; ſure this muſt come to ſomething anon. 

Mrs. Good, Ah, were but Mr. Goodvile here now, 
what a happy Day might this be! but he is melan- 
choly and forlorn in the Country, ſummoning in his 
Fenants and their Rents, that ſhining Pelf that mult 
ſupport me in my Pleaſures, 

Good. Is he then, Madam, fo kind a Husband ? 

Mrs, Ceod, Oh, the moſt indulgent Creature in the 
World! what Husband but he, Mr. Truman, would 
have ſo ſeaſonably withdrawn, and left me Miſtreſs of 
ſuch Freedom? To ſpend my Days in Triumph as I 
do, to facrifice my ſelf, my Soul, and all my Senſe to 
vou, the Lord of all my Joys, my Conqueror and 
Protector? n 

Cam. Heay'ns, Madam, you'll provoke him be 
yond all Patience. 

Mrs. Ge. Who, Mr. Coadrie? which Way ſhall it 
reach his Knowledge? no, we'll be as ſecret 

Trum. As we are happy, So ſubtlely lay the Sceng 
o! all our joy, chat Envy or Malice, nay the very 


Husband himſelf and Malægene to boot, v ell hir d to 


the Buſineſs, ſhall ne'er difcoy er us. 

Mrs, Go 4. Oh diſcover us! a Huchand diſcover us! 
Were he indeed as jealous as he has Reaſon, I cou'd no 
more apprehend Diſcovery than a Kindneſs from him. 

Good. This Impudence is ſo rank, that 1 can hold 
no longer. Say you ſo, Madam? He 112145%*, 

Mrs. Goo, Oh a Ghoſt! a Ghoſt! ſave me, fave 
me. Mr. Trum an, ſee, fee Mr. Ccodvile's Spirit: Sure 
ſome baſe Villain has murder'd him, and his angry 
Choſt is come te revenge it on me. 

E 35 Good. 
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Good, No, Madam, fear nothing, T am a very 
harmleſs Goblin, tho' you are a little ſhock'd at the 
Sight of me, 

Caper. Ha, ha, ha. Goodvile return d? Dear Frank, 

Saun. Honeſt Gocdvile, thou ſeeſt, dear Soul, we 
are free here in thy Abſence. 

Good. I ſee you are, Gentlemen, and ſhall take an 
Opportunity to return the Favour. Footmen, be ready, 

Mrs. Good. But is it really Mr. Goodvile then? let 
me receive him to my Arms; welcome ten thouſand, 
thouſand, thouſand Times. Dear Sir, how does my 
Picture in the Gallery do ? 

Good. Oh Madam, it look'd ſo very charmingly, 
that I had no Power to ſtay longer from the dear 
loving Original. 

Mrs. Good. So now begins the Battle. 

Good. Well Madam, and fer your Set of Fools here; 
to What End and Purpoſe have you decreed them in 


this new Model of your Family? 1 hope you have 


not deſigned 'em for your own Uſe. 

Mrs. Good. Why Sir, methinks you ſtould not grudge 
m: a Coxcomb or two to paſs away the Time withal, 
fince-yeu had taken your dearer Converſation from me. 

Geed, No, Madam, 1 underſtand your Diet better: 
A Fool is too ſquab and tender a Bit for your fierce 
Appetite: You are ſor a ſubſtantial Diſh, a Man of 
Heat and Honour, ſuch as Mr. Truman I know is, 
and 1 doubt not will do me Reaſon. 

Trum. Ay, Sir, whenever you'll demand it. 


Mrs, Good. Nay Sirs, no quarrelling I beleech vor; - 


What would you be at, Sir ? 

Good, At reſt, Madam; like an honeſt Snail ſhrink 
up my Horns into my Shell, and if poſlible hold a 
quiet Poſſeſſion of it. 

Mrs. Good. I hope I have done nothing that may di- 
ſturb your Quiet, ir. 

Coo. Nothing Madam, nothing in the leaſt; how 
is it poſlible that any thing ſhould diſturb me? a Sot, 2 

: Beetle, 
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Beetle, a Droan of a Husband, a mere Utenſil, a Block 
for you to faſhion all your Falſhood on, whilſt I muſt 
ſtill be ſtupid, bear my Office, and never be diſturb'd, 
J | 


Mrs. Gosd. So, now your Heart is opening; and for 
your Eaſe }'Il give it a little Vent my ſelf: You are 
jealous! alas! jealous of Truman, are you: 

Good, And have I no Reaſon, Madam, tho' I come 
and catch you in his Arms, rolling and throwing your 
wanton Eyes like Fireballs at his Heart? Oh, what an 
indulgent Creature's Mr. Gocdvile! ſo ſeaſonably to 
withdraw, and leave you Miſtreſs of ſuch Freedom : 
To ſpend your Days in Triumph as you do, to ſacrifice 
your ſelf, your soul, and Senſe to him, the Lord of 
ail your Joys, your Conqueror and Protector. 

Mrs. Good. I am glad to find my Plct ſo well ſuc- 
ceed: I knew of your Jealouſy laſt Night, knew too 
your Journey out of Town was but a Pretence, in hope 
to return and ſurprize me with Truman. I was in- 
form id too of your Return but now, and your Diſguiſe; 
knew you thro' it ſo ſoon as I ſaw you, and there- 
fore I acted all that Fondneſs to Truman before your 
Face. It was all the Revenge I had within my Power. 

Good, Can you d:ny your being with Truman in the 
Garden laſt Night? were you not there ſo openly, that 
even the broad Ejes of Fools might ſee? | 

Mrs. Good, What Fool? What Villain have you, dares 
accule me? 

Good, One, who, tho? he rarely told Truth beſore, 
will be {ure to do it now; Malagene, your Kinſman Ma- 
lazene, a hopeful Branch of your own Stock. 

1rum The Raſcal dares not own it. 

Good. But he ſhall, Sir, tho' you protect him. 

Trum. L'was baſely done to ſet a Spy upon your 
Friend, after the'Trick you had play'd me with Victoria, 

Goed, Baſely done 

Trum, Yes, baſely, Sir. 8 

Good. Death, you lye, Sir! why do I trifle thus 
when I have a Sword by wy Side? Caper. 
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Caper. Nay, look you Frank; you had better be 
patient, Here ſhall be nothing done, therefore pray 


put up. 
Enter Valentine, 

Val. What, again quarrelling ? Goodvile, this muſt 
not be. Truman is my Friend, and if he has done 
you wrong, I'll engage ſha!l make you Satisfaction. 

Saun. 73 ay, prithee Man, take ſome other Tims, 
and don't quarrel now and ſpoil good Company, g 

Good. Death! you dancing, talking, mettled, friskæking 
Rogues, ftand off! Oh I had forgot Foo:men, 


where are ye ? 


Dee 


Enter Footmen. 
Her, take away theſe Butterflies, and do ſpeedy 
Execution upon 'em as I order'd ; do it inſtantly. 
[They ſeixe them. 
Caper. Nay Frank! what's all this for? 
Saun. Nay, Goo ile, prithee now, as J hope to live. 
Fnter Valagene. 

Good. Away with' em--- [ Ex, with Caper and Saunter, 
Now for Malazeze.---- Oh, here he comes, Madam, 
who will refreſh your Memory: ſpeak <ir, as you 
tender Life and Limb, whom did you ſee together 
in the Garden laſt Night! 

Mal. Ha! -----no Body. 

Gocd. Wer? not Truman and my Wife there, to your 
Knowledge, privately ? 

Ma'. Ha, ha, ha eb ild! no. 

Good. Did you not tell me that you overheard 'em 
whiſpering in the Grotto together ? 

Mal. No. 

Cod. Hell and Devils ! this Fellow has been tam. 
per'd viithal, and inſtructed to abuſe me. This is al! 
Countrivance, a ſtudy'd Scene to fool me of my Reaſon, 

Enter Footmen, 
Here, take him hence and harneſs him with the other 
two, till he confeſs the Truth. 


Mrs. Gerd. He ſhall not go, touch him who dares. 
Muſt. 
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8 VMuſt People then be forc'd and tortur'd to accuſe 

4 me fallly ? Ah Mr. Goodvile, how have I deſerved 

F this at your Hands? Let not my good Name be 

ef : raviind from me: If you have reſolv'd to break my 

e I Heart, Kill me now quickly, and put me out cut cf 

up [Mal. runs away. 

ol Good. Nay Madam, here is that ſhall yet convince--- 

Ii fee here a Leiter from your Lover left for you in a 

3 private Corner; hear me, read it. And if you have 
a Modeſty enough left, bluſh, 

Reads. F Goodvile goes out of Town this Morning, 

let me know of it, that I may wait on you, and tell you 

Fel read the reſs of my Heart. For yon do not know how much 


1 love you yet. Truman. 


Mrs. Ged. Death and Deſtruction! it was all my 
owh Contrivance : madd:d with your Jealouſy, 1 
ſought all Ways to yex you, 1 counterfeited it with 
my own Hand, and left it in a Place where you might 
be ſure to find it, To convince you farther, ſee here 
1 a Caution ſent me juſt before by one whom you 
. have trufted and loved too much for my Quiet: Pe— 
rule it, and when you have done, conſider how you 
have uſ.d me, and how I have deſerv'd it. Oh! 

[Gives Victoria's Letter. 


Good. Reads, Journey out of Town--- -15 a Pretence 
return and ſurprixe believe by this Diſcovery-----Your 
Servant, Victoria. 


Viftoria, has ſhe betray'd me? nay then, I pronounce 
there is no Truſt nor Faith in the Sex. By Heav'n 
in every Condition there are Jilts, all falſe from the 
Baud to the Babe. | 

Mrs, Good, Now Sir, I hope I may withdraw ; from 
this Minute never expect I'll ſee your Face again: 
No, 1'll leave you to be happy at your own Choice. 
Love where you pleaſe, and be as free if 1 10 * 

a 
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had had Relation to you. 1 ſhall take care to tron- 
ble you no more, but wiſh you may be happier 
than ever yet J made you, 

Good, Stay, Madam, 

Mrs, Goed, No, Sir, I'll be gone ; I will not ſtay 
a Moment longer; inhuman, cruel, falſe Traitor! Wert 
thou now languitſhing on thy Knees, proſtrate at my 
Feet, ready to grow mad with thy own Guilr, I would 
not ſtop nor turn my Face to ſave thee from Deſpair, 

Good. You ſhall, 

Airs. Good. For what ? 

Cood. To let the World ſee how much a Fool I can 
be, Art thou innocent ? 

Mrs, Good. By my Love I am; I never wrong'd 
you; but you have undone me, ruin'd my Fame and 
Quict. What Mouth will not be full of my !!1ſhonour? 
Henceforth let all my dex remember me, Wien they'd 
upbraid Mankind for Baſeneſs : Oh, that J could diſ- 
ſemble longer with yon, that I might to your Tor- 
ment perſuade you ſtill all your Jealouſies were juſt, 
and I as infamous as you are cruel, Exit in a Rage. 

Good. Get thee in then, and talk to me no more; 
there's ſomething in thy Face will make a Fool of me, 
and there's a Devil in this Buſineſs, which yet I cannot 
diſcover. Truman, if thou haft enjoy'd her, I beg 
thee keep it cloſe, and if it be poſlible let us yet be 
your Friends. 

Trum. * Tis not my Fault if we be Foes. 

God. But now to my Fools; bring 'em forth, 
and let us ſee how their new Equipage becomes 
em. Oh dear Vale:tine / how does the fair Camilla? 

Val. Faith Sir, ſhe and J have been diſpatching a 
trifling Affair this Morning, commonly call'd Ma- 
trimony, 

Good. Marry'd ! nay, then there is ſome Comfort 
yet, that you are fallen into the Snare---Valentine ! look 
to her, keep her as ſecret as thou would'ſt a Murder 
hadſt thou committed one : Truſt her not with thy 

| | deareſt 


ir 


, 
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deareſt Friend; ſhe has Beauty enough to corrupt 

him. 

Enter Caper and Saunter, their Hands ty'd Lehind 'em, 
Fools-C aps on their Heads, Caper with one Leg ty'd up, 
and Saunter gagg'd. 


See here theſe Rogues how like themſelves they 
look. Now, you paltry Vermin, you Rats that run 
ſqueaking from Houſe to Houſe, up and down the 
Town, that no Man can eat his Bread in quiet for 
you: Take warning of what you feel, and come not 
near theſe Doors again on Peril of Hanging. Here, 
diſcharge them of their Puniſhment, and ſee em forth 
the Gates, 


Enter Lady Squeamiſh, Sir Noble Clumſey, and Victoria. 


L. Squeam. Oh Gallants, your humble Servant. Dear 
Mr. Goodvile, be pleaſed to give my Kinſman, Sir No- 
ble, Joy : He has done himſelf the Honour to marry 
your Couſin Victoria, whom now I muſt be proud to 
call my Relation, ſince ſhe has accepted of the Title of 
my Lady Clumſey. | 

Clum, Ay, Sir, I am marry'd, and will be drunk 
again too before Night, as ſimple as I ſtand here. 

Good. Sir Noble marry'd to Vittoria too! nay then, 
in ſpite of Misfortunes 


* 


-%. This Day ſhall be a Day of Fubilee. But firſt, 
SGSood People all that my ſad Fortune ſee, 
1 beg you to take Warning here by me; 
Marriage and Hanging go by Deſtiny. 
E ſpecially you gay young marry'd Blades, 
Beware and keep your Hives from Balls and Maſquerades, 


[Exeunt Omnes. 


E PI- 


. 


Spoken by Mrs. BAR REV. 


"ELL, Sirs, if now my Spouſe and I ſhould part, 
Io which kind Critick ſhall 1 give my Heart? 
Stay, let me look, not one in all the Place 
But has a ſcurvy froward damning Face. 
Have you reſolv'd then on the Poet's Fall? 
Go ye ill- natur d, ugly Devils all. 
The marry'd Sparks, I know, this Play vill curſe 
Fer, the I ife's Sale; but ſome of em have worſe, 
Poets themſelves their qwn ill Luck have wrought, 
You ne er had learnt, had not their Quarrels taught, 
But as in the Diſturbance of a State, 
Each factious Maggot thinks of growing great: 
So when the Poets firſt had jarring *its, 
You all ſet up for Criticks, and for Wits: 
Then, ſtraight there came, which, coſt your Mothers Pains, 
Songs and Lampoons ia Litters from your Brains : 
Libels, like ſpurious Brats, ran up and down, 
Which their dull Parents avere aſham'd to own ; 
But vented em in others Names, like IWhores 
That lay their Baſtards down at honeſt. Doors, 
For Shame leave off this higling way, of it, 
Railing abroad, and. roaring. in the Pit. 
Let Poets live in Peace, in Quiet write, 
Elſe may they all to puniſh you unite; }.. 
Join in one Force to ſtudy to abuſe ye, | 
And teach your Wives and Miſſes how to uſe ye. 


